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The Tragedy of U3.Vdht 

Give you good night. 

Mar.O farewell honeft fouldiers : who hath relieved you ? 
Bar, Say>what is Horatio there ? 

A peeceofhim. 
i7(7r«r«> layes 'tis but a pha 

And mil not Jet beliefe take hold of him, i 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene ofus; 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this night. 

i hat ifagainethisapparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake toit^ 

T ufli, tufh, ’t will not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downea while, 

,;ind Jet us once againe aflaile your eares 
1 hat are fo fortified againft our fiory. 

What we have two nights feenCf 
Hora. W eU, fit we downe, 

n , . Enter GhoSt. ’■ 

^ breake thee off, looke where it corner 

in the lame figure, Jike the King 

C “^nild . 

Speake toit //irrfr/a. 

In wJiich the Ma;e% of buried 

Did 



- . 1 ^ 

L 






Trvice of Denmarkc. 

Did Ibmetimes march ? by heaven I charge thee Ipeake. 
Mar. It is oftended. 

Bar. See it ftalkes away. 

Hor> Stay, Ipedte, Ipeake, I charge thee Ipeake. 

Exit Ghofi* 

' ,^4r. Tis gone and willnot anlwer. 

Bar. Row now Horatio } youtremble and looke pale : 
Is not this Ibmething mor^ than phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ?. 

H ora. Before my God I might not thiibelceve, 
WithoutthefenfibJeandtrue avduch: ; - 

Ofmineowne eyes. ■ 

Is it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thy felfe :. 

Such was the very armour he had on. 

When he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

So frown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He foote the fleaded PolJax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

before, and jumpe at this fame houre, 
martialJftaJke hath he gone by our watch. 

Tforrf. In wl^t particular thought to worke I know nor, 
t!!- T ''j Icopeof mine opinion, 

1 nis bodes Ibme firange eruption to our State. 

downe, and tell me he that knowes,: 
Why this lame flri<51: and moft obiervantwatch 
So night y toiles the fuBjea of the land. 

And With fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And rorrame Mart for implements of warre ? 

Hops foip-wrights, whofe fore t^ske 

Sunday from the weeke ? 
f toward, that this fweaty bafte 

Who % ? 

Whoistthatcaninformeme? 

Hora. That can I ; 

^ leaft the whifper goes fo. Gur M King, . 




Thereto 
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The Tragedy of HiimUt 

Thereto prkkton by a moft emulate pride. 

Dat’d to the combate ; in which our valianc Z/^w/^f, 
(For fo this fide of our knowne world efieem’d him) 
Did flay this Tortml>raj[e , who by a feal’d compadfj 
W ell ratified by Law and Heraldry, 

Did forfeit fwith his life) all thefe his lihefs 
W bich he flood leiz’d of, to the Conquerour ; ^ 
Againft the which a moity competent 
Was gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of ' 

Had he bin vanquilbt ; as by the fame co-mart. 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortiftbrajfej 
Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sbarkt up a liflof lawleflerelblures, 

For food and diet to Ibme enterprife 
That hath a ftomackein’t ,whichnoother 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate, 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory,thofeforefaid lands 
So by his father loft ; and this I take it 
Js the maine motive of our preparations, 
Thefourceofthis our watch,and the chiefe head 
Of this pofle hafte, and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinkeit be no other but even lo : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch lb like the King 
That was and is theejueftion of thefe warres. 
-K^r^.Amoteitistotroublethemindeseye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julius fell. 

The graves flood tenantlefle , and the Ihected dead 
Did Iqueake and gibber in the Roman ftreets, 

^ V- n of fire,and devves of blood, 

Dilafters in the funne, and the moift flarre, 

^on whole influence Nepmes Empire ftands. 
Was fickealmoft toDoomefday with ecliple. 



o/Denmarkc. 

And even the like precurfe of fierce events. 

As harbingers preceding ftill the fates 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on. 

Have heaven and earth together demonftrated 
Unto our Climatures andCountrimeh. 

Enter Ghofi. 

But loft, behold / lo where it comes againe, 

IlecrolTe it though it blaft me : Stay illufion, 

If thou haft any found , or ufo of voice, 

Speake tome : if there be any good thing to be donci 
That may to thee doe eafe , and grace to me, 
Speaketome. 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

Ofpeake: 

Gr ifthou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafure in the wombe of earth. 

For which they lay your Ipirits oft walke in death, 
Speake of it, ftay and Ipeake ; ftopit MarceUttf, 
Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partilan ? 

Doe if it will not ftand. 

Bar.'Tishtcc. 

H?r.’Ti shelve. 

■Mar/ Us gone. 

W e doe it wrong , being fo Majefticali; 

To offer it the Ibew of violence ; 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable. 

And our vaine blowes malicious mockery. 

^r. It was about to fp. ake when the cocke crew.’ 
Hor. And then it flatted, like a gtiiltythin** 

Uponafearefullfummonsrlhaveheard, ° 

The cocke, that is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and ftirill founding throat 
Awake the God of day ; and at his warning. 

Whether in fea or fire, in earth or aire, 

f h extravagant and erring fpirit hy es 
I o his confine ; and of the truth herein 

Thisprefentobjeft madeprobation. 



Itfpreads 
his armest 



ThecocJ/e 

crowest 











t^i ' 



T%e Tragedy of Hixnict 

JI/4r. It faded on the crowing of the cocktf. 

Some (ay that ever ’gainll that lealon comes, 

W herein onr Saviours birth is celebrated. 

This bird of dawning (ingcth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad,^ 

The nights are vvholibme ; then no Planets ftrike. 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charme j 
So hallowed and (b gracious is that time. 

Hor- So have I heard, and doe in part bcleeve it : 
But looke, the mornc in rulTet mantle clad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill : 
Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we havitleene to night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for dpon my life 
Thi s (pirit dumbe to us will (peake to him* 

Doe you confent we (hall acquaint him with it. 

As needfull in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let’s doo’t I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we lhallfinde him moft convenient. 



Exeunt. 



Elotiri^- Enter Clauditu King of D enmarkf.Gertradthe 
Queene)C ounce ll, as Pole»ius,andhisfenne Laer- ’ 

. tes, Hamlet.^ cum aliis. 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet our deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
Tobeare our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yet lb farre hath dilcretion fought with nature. 

That we with wileft ferrew thinke on him, ' 

Together with remembrance of our (elves ; 

Therefore onr fometinae Sifter, now our Queene, 
ThTmperialljointreffe to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy, 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye, ■: • - • -i 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in'inarriagc, 

In equal! (cale weighing delight and dole, 

T aken to wife, nor have we herein barr’d 



Your 






o/Dcntnarkci 

Your better wilcfomes, which have fireely gone 

With this affaire along (for all our thankes) 

Now followes, that you know young Fortinbrapt 
Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth. 

Or thinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our ftate to be dif-joint, and out offirame, 
Colleagued with this dreame of his advantage# 
Hehath notfeildtopefteruswith meffage. 
Importing the Ihrrender of thole lands 
Loft by hisftther, with allbands of Law, 

To our moft valiant brother. So much for him. 

Now fca: our (elfe, and for this time of meeting. 
Thus much thebufineffc is. We have here writ 
To Norway ,llncle of young Fertinbraffe, 

Who impotent and bedrid »lcarcely heares 
OfthishisNephewespurpole, to luppreffa 
His farther gate herein, in that the levies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubjefts : and we here dilpatch 
You good Corneliusi and you Holtemand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ^ 

Giving to you no further pcrlbnall power 
To bufineflfe with the King, more than the (cope 
Of thele delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your hafte commend your duty. 
Cor.V ».In that, & all things will we fhew our duty. 
King. W e doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of (bme fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot (peake of rcalbn to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what wonkJft thou begLrf werf 
That (hall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more native to the heatr. 

The hand more inftrumentall to the mouth. 

Than is the throne oFDenmarke to thy Father t 

What wouldft thouhave .? 

Laer. My dread Lord, 

Your leave and favoor to returne to France^ ' 

B 



From, 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hom/et (STC 22279) LONDON, 1637 THE aRiTISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.5) OCldVO 






T7;fTr4^e4>o/ Hamlet ^ 

Rom whence though wilKngly I came to Denmark 
To (hew my duty in your Coronation ; 

Yet now I muft confelTe, that duty done. 

My thoughts and wi(hcs bend againe toward France^ 

And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon, 
if Have you your fathers leave ? what fayes T^elonim f 
To/o. He hath, my Lord, Wrung from me my flow leave* 

By laboiulbme petition ; and at la(t. 

Upon his will I feal’d my hard conlent. 

Idoebeleechyou give him leave to goe. 

King. Take thy-faire houreX<<m«,timebe thine. 

And thy befl grapes ; fpend it at thy will. 

But now my coulin Hamlet i and my fonne. 

Ham. A little more than kin, and lefle than kind. 

King. How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you ? 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, I am too much in th< 

Queen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightcd colour 
And let thine eye looke like a friend on Denmark^, 

Doe not for ever with thy va iled lids 
Sceke for thy noble father in the dutt : 

Thou know'ft ’tis common all that lives mufl dye. 

Faffing through nature to eternity. 

Ham.lMidamf it is common, 
j^K(ftf».Ifitbe, 

Why feemes it fo particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not feems, 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could fmother. 

Nor cuftomary futes of folemneblacke. 

Nor windie fiilpiration of fbrc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfiill river in the eye. 

Nor the dejetflied haviour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes , moods, fliapes of griefe 
That can denote me truely j thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are adlions that a man might play : 

But I have that within which pafles fliew, 

Thefe but the trappings and the (hits of woe. 

King. Tis fvveet and commendable in your mtore Hamlet, 
To give thefe mourning duties to your fatha. 
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Prince (/Denmark^ 

But vou muft know your father loft a fath« j 
That father loft, loft his, and thefutviver bound 

In filliall obligation for Ibmetearme 

To doe obfequious forrowes j but to perfevcrc 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfc 
Ofimpious ftubbornne(re,’tis unmanly griefc, 

It (hewes a will moft incorrefl to Heaven, 

A heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An underftanding fimple and unfehool'd : 

For wbat-wc know muft be, and is as common 

As any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe. 

Why (hould we in our peevifh oppolition 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft abfurd, whofe common theama 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fb : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 
As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne, 

And with no lefle nobility of love 
Than that which deareft rather beares his fonne 
Doe I impart toward you for your intent 
In going backe to Ichoole to Wittenkerg ; 

It is moft retrograde to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonne* 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her ftayexs Hamlet 
I pray thee ftay with us, goe not toWittenberg. 
Ham. I (hall in all my beft obey you Madame, 
King, why 'tis a loving and a raire reply. 

Be as ourfelfetin Denmarke, Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’ d accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmiling to my heart, in grace whereof^ 
Nojocond health that De^w^n^drinkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds (hall tell, 

B a An 
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Tbe Tragedy 0/ Hamlet 

And the Kings rowfe the heaven fliall brnic againe > 

Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. Plourijh, Exeunt at 
Ham.O that this too too Tallied flelh would meltj but H*mleu 
Thaw and relblve it fcifeinto a dew» 

Cr that the everlafting had notfixt 

His Cannon ’gainft ielfe daughter / O Godj God> 

How weary, dale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this W orld ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, 'tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to (ced;j things rank & grofle in nature 
Poflefle it meerly : that it lliould come thus. 

But two moneths dead j nay not fo much , nottwo». 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre,fo loving to my mother, 

Tnat he might notbeteemethe windcsof heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly ; hewen and earth 
Kluft I remember, why five fhould hai^ on him, 

As ifincreafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yet within a moneth. 

Let me not thinke on’t, frailty thy .name is womans 
A little moneth : Or ere tfiofe Ihooes were old, 

With which fhc followed my poore fathers body. 

Like PTiobe a 11 teares, why (he, 

O God / a bead: that wants difcourfe of reafon 
Would have mourn’d longer, married vyith my UHcIe:b 
Idy fathers brother, but no more like my fatnet 
Than I to ; within a moneth. 

Ere yet the laic of moft unrighteous teafe* 

Had left the flufliing in her galled eyes:. 

She married. Oh moft wicked lpeeD,togoft 
Withluchdexcerity toinceftuous-fheetsj . 

It i s not, nor it cannot come to good. 

But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Euter HorattOiMaroelhu ^UfuiBarnardet 
JTsr4. Haile to your Lordfiiip. , •!- (felfc» 

Ham. I am glad to fee you, well} ^e>-4#w.,or Idoc forg®®y 
The lame my Lord^and.yoiff pootie fervaHt ever. 

Ham. Sir my good friend, lie ebange that name with you ; ■ 

Ana 
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Prince o/T)cnmarkeJ 

And what make youftommtteuberg,Herath r 
Marcelltu. 

My goodLord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you ( good even fir.) 
But whatin faith make you from mtteuhrs ? 
Hora. A truant difpofition, good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not heare your enemy fay lo. 

Nor lhall you doe my care that violence 
To make it ernfter of your owne report 
Againft your Iclfe ; I know you are no truant j 
But what is your aftaire in Elfemur ? 

Wee'll teach you for to drinke ere you depart. 
HoraMy Lord, I came to fee your fathers funerall. 
Ham. I prethec doe not mocke me fellow ftudent, 
I thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Hor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d hard upon. 
i?4w.Thr4ft,thrift,ffflr<*rw,thefiinerall bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnilh forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my deareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio. 

My father, me thinkes I fee my father. 

ATorrf. Where my Lord ? 

Ham.lnmymividts cyt Horatio, 

Hora. I law him once, a was a goodly King. 

A was a man, take him for all in all, . 

I fhall not lookc upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, I thinke I law him yefternight. 
Saw who ? 






• yuui raLucA# 

Ham. The King my father ! 

Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
tlpon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvaile to you. 
ii/iiiw. For Gods love let me hearc. 

Hora.l^No nights together bad? thefe Gentleffietj, 
and on their v^och, ’ 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 

B 3 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

B ecn.ttwi* encoilntfcd : a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, cxadtly, C4/»rfp<r, 

Appcares before them, and with Iblerane inarch 
Goes flow and ftately by them : thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and feare furprifed eyes 
Within this truncheons length , vvhilft they diftill’d 
Almofttogellywith theadtoffeare. 

Stand dumbe and ipeake not to him ; this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecic impart they did. 

And I with them the third-night kept the watch. 
Where as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme of the thing, each' word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe hands are ftot more like. 

. But where was this ? 

Mar MyLoid uponthe platform where weSvatcht. 
Bam. Did you ndt Ipdiketo it ? 

Ilor. My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addfeflc 
It felfe to motion, like as it, wouldfpeake ; v V 
But even then the morning Cocke crew loud. 

And at the found it flirunbein hafte away. 

And vanifht from our fight. 

’Tis very ftrange. 

F Af<7r. As TdoeIive,my honour'd Lbrd.’tistruc^ 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know ofit. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

We doe my Lord. ' ' 

A/Ww. Arm'd lay you ? 

.All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

.AB. My Lord, firom headto foot.' ' 

Ham. Then lavy you not hisfece ? . ' • 

Hora, O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up# 
JT4W. What ? lookt he frowningly ? 



A 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Hamlet (STC 22279 ) 






frince of Dcnmarke^ 

Hor.A countenance more inlbrrow than inanger. 

Ham.Pik owed} 

Hor. Nay very pale. 

Ham. And fixt his eyes upon you? 

Hor. Moft conftahtly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz’d you. 

Very like : ftaid it long ? 

Her. While one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred. 

Both. Longer,longer- 
Not when 1 law ’t. . 

Hrfw. His beard was gfifsled, no. 

Afon It was as I have feene it in his life 

A ftble filver’d. 

I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill walkeagaine. 

Hor. I warn’t it will. 

iA4»?.lfita{fome my noble fathers perlbn • 

He Ipeake to it, though hell it felfefhould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this fight. 

Let it be tenable in your filence fti 11, 

And whatlbever clfe lhall hap to night. 

Give it an underftanding, but no tongue j 
I will requite your loves : So fare you well. 

Upon the platforme’twixt eleven and twelve 
Ilevifityou. ’ ' ' 

Our duty to your honour. Exe«nU 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you j Farewell. 

fathers Ipirk in armes, all is not well, 

I doubt fome foule play, would the night wiere come;: 

Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will 'rife. 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. 

Enter Laertes , and Ophelia his Siiler, 

Laer. My neceffaries are imbarkt, farewell. 

And lifter, as the windes give benefit 
And convay in affiftant, doe not fleep. 

But let me hearc from you. 



Ppheli 







TheTra^edy of Uzmltt 

Hoe yoijdoubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet^ and the trifling of bs favour. 
Hold it a fafliion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not pertnanent ; fweet, not lafting. 

The perfume and luppliancc of a minute : 

VIo more. 

OpheL No more but fo. 
i<*cr.Thirike it no more. 

For nature crcflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes. 
The inward fervice of the mind and foulc 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no Ibile nor cautell doth befincrch 
The vertue of his will ; but you muft ftare 
His greatneflc wai*d,his willis not his ownc. 

He may not, as unvalued perlbns doe. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib d 
Unto the voice and yeelding of that body ^ 
Whereof he is the head; then if he faies he loves you. 
It fits your wil'dome fo far to beleevc it, 

As he in his particular aft and place 
May give his faying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine vokc olDewmar^e goes withall. 
Then weigh what Icfle your honour may fuftaine. 

If with too credent care you lift his .fongs. 

Or loofe your heart, or your cbftc treafiare open 
Tohisunmaftrcd importufikie. 

And keep you in .thereare o ( your afteftion, 

Oul^f the fboc anddanger of defire : 

The charieft maid is, ptodigall enough. 

If file unmaske her beauty totfae^toone : 

Vertue it felfe fiapes not calwnnioUs ftrOKfiS J 
The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos.’d# 
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o/Detiinarkc^ 

And in the morne and liquid dew of yOiitfi 
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent. 

Be warie then, bcft fafety lyes in fcare. 

Youth to it felfe rebclls though none elfe neere. 

Ophel. I fhall the effeft of this good leflbn keep. 
As watchmen to my heart ; But good my brother 
Doe not as feme ungracious Paftors doe, 

Shew me the 'fteep and thorny way of heaven. 
Whiles a pufi: and rechlefle Libertine, 

Himfelfe the primrofe path of dalliance treads. 

And reakes not his ownc reed. Enter PetoniM^ 
Laer. O feare me not; 

I ftay too long : but here my father comes. 

A double bleffing is a double grace, 

Occafion fmiles upon a fecond leave. 

Tolo.^tt here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for fhamc. 
The winde fits in the fhouldec of your faile, 
Andyouareftafdfor. There, my bleffing with thee. 
And thefe few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou charafter : Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his aft : 

Be thou familiar, but by no riieanes vulgar : 

Thole friends thou haft and their adoption tried, 
Grapplethem unto thy foule with hoops of fteele. 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new hatcht , unfledgy cohrage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarfell , but being in, 

Bear’t that th’oppofer may beware ofthee : 

Give every man thy eare.bht few thy voice j . 

Take each mans cen(tire,but referve thy judgcmfiift ; 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe bah buy, , 

But not expreft ip fancy; rich, not gaudy ; 

For the apparell oft proclaimes the man. 

And they in Frahcebf the bcft ranke and ftation^ 

Are of a moft felebt and generous, chiefe in that ; 
Neither a borrOvver nof 'a lender boy. 

For love oft lofes both it felfe and' friend. 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

C 
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He Trapdy of Hamlet 

fThlS above all, to thine owne felfe be true. 

And it muft follow as the night to day, 

Thou canft not thenbe falle to any man. 

Farewell, my blcfling (eafon this in thee. 

Zaer, Mott humbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

PoL The tinie inverts you, goe? your lervants tend« 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia} and remember wel I 
What I have faid to you. 

’Tis in my memory lockc, 

And you your felfe (ball keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. Exit Laertes, 

Pi./. What is’t Ophelia he hath faid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleafe you,(bmething touching the Lord Hamlet, 
Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

’Tis told me he hath very oft of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have of your audience beene moft free and bounteous. 

If it be (6, as to ’tis put on me, 

And that in way of caution , I mutt tell you 
You doe not underftand your felfe fb cleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 

What is between you.? give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his afteftion tome. 

Pol. Affeftion ! puh, you fpeakc Eke a gtccne girle. 
Unfitted in fuchperillous circumftance^ 

Doe youbeleevehis tenders,as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I (bould thinkc* 
Pc/.Marry I willteach you, think your felfeababie. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay, 
which are not tterling : tender your felfe more dearly. 

Or (not to cracke the winde of the poore phrafe ) 

, Wrong it thus, you’ll tender me a foole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable fe(hion. 

^ol. Ijfafhion you may call it, goe too, goe tooi 
Ophel. And bath givencountenance to his (peech. 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vowes of heaven; 




fl/* Denmarkc. 

pgP ijfpringes to catch Wood*cockcs } Idolcnovif 
When the blood burnes how prodigall thefoule 
Lends the tongue vowes , thefe blazes daughter 
Giving more light than heat ; extina inboth. 

Even in their promife, as it is a making. 

You muft not tak’t for fire ; from this time 

Be Ibmething (canter of your maiden pre(ence* 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley; for Lord Hamlet^ 

Bcleeve (b much in him, that he is young. 

And with a larger tedder may be walke 
Than may be given you ; in few Opheliay 
Doe not beleeve his vowes, for they are Brokers, 

Not of that dye which their inveftments (hew, 

But meere imploracors of unholy (hits. 

Breathing likefanaified and pious bonds. 

The better to beguile : this is for all, 

I would not, in plaine termes, from this time forth 
Have you fo (lander any moments lei (ure, 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet ^ 

Looke too’t I charge you, come your way es . 

Ophel. I (hall obey my Lord. Exemi, 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio ,and Marcellue, 

Ham. The aire bites (hrewdly , it i s very cold. 

Hora. It IS nipping, and an eager aire. 

H<j«,.What houre now? 

Hora. I thinke it lacks of twelve. 

Jldar.^io, it is ftrooke. 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not : itthen drawes neere the feafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. Aflourijh ofT mm* 

Whar does this meane my Lord? pets, and two pieces goe off. 

Ham. The King doth walke tonight, and takes bis rowfe, 
Keepes waffell, and the (waggering up-(pri ng reeles. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhtnifli downe. 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of bis pledge. 

Is it a cuttotrie ? 

Ham.lmaxyisi} 

C a But 
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But to my minde? though I aoj u^tiye here 
And to the mann er borne, it is a cuilomc 
More honour’d in thp breach th^n the obierv^nce : 
This hcavie-headed reveli Eaft and Weft 
Makes us traduc’d and taxed o^ 9 ther tjations j 
They clepe us Drunkards,and vyith fvyinifti phrafe 
Soileour addition: and indeed it ta|ccs 
From our atchievements,though perform’d at height. 
The pith and marroyy of pur attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them, 

As in their birth, whereiu they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cann.pt ohoole his origenj 
B y their ore-growth of ibme complexion, 

Oft breaking downe the pales and forts of region j 
Or by Ibme habit that top mwph preTleayens 
The forme of plaulive manners, that thele men 
Carrying I fay the. ftampe of one defeift. 

Being Natures livery, op Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues clle be they as pure as.grafc. 

As infi nite as man may nndergoe. 

Shall in the gerierall cenlitre take corruption 
From that particular fault : the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
Tohisownefcandali. Ent.er Ghofi\. 

Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us 
Be thou a fpiritofhealth, or Goblin damn’d, 

Brins, with thee aires from.heayemor blafts from hcl, 
thy intents wickedpr charitable. 

Thou com’ft.in fuch a queftipnaile fhape 
That I willfpeaketo tbec.j.lte.caJlthee^vwwM 
King,Father , royall Dane.i O anfwcre.me. 

Let me not burft in. ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hearfed in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly incerr’d. 

Hath op this ponderous and marble jawes. 



BeckenSi 




Prince of Denmarke,’ 

To caft thee up againe : whac may this meane- 
That thou dead coarfe againe in complete tteele 
Kevifites thus theglimpfes of the moone. 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature 

So horridly to fhake our difpofition . 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our loulcs . 

Say why is this Pwherefore ? what ftiould we doe ? 

JJora. Itbeckens you togoe away with it, 

As ifitfbmeimpartmentdiddefira 
To you alone. 

Mar. Looke with what courteous, aptipn 

It waves you to a more remoyed ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

HoraJ^Oy by no meanes. 

It will not fpeake, then I will it. 

A/i»r<*.Doe not my Lord. 

Ham. Why ? what (hould be the ffiare ? 

I doe not let my life at a pins fee; - 
And for my (bule , what can it doe to that. 

Being a thing immorta 11 like if felfe ? 

It waves me forth againe , Ilofolloyy it* 

Hora. What if it tenaptyou toward theflood my Lord, ^ 
Or to the dreadfoll Ibmnet of tbe cleefe. 

That bettels ore his bafe into the feas 
And there afftime fome other horrible formcj 
W hich might deprive your fovcrajgnty of reafbn. 

And draw you into madneffe ? thinke wit 
The very place putstoyes ofdcfpecation. 

Without more motive, into every-brainoi, 

That lookes fb many fadomes-tpithcfer, 

Andheares it roafe beneath. 

Ham.lt waves meflill, 

Goe on. He follow thee. 
c5Wkr. You fhall not goemyLondi . 

H tm. Hold off youE hands. j i 

Be rul’d, you fhall not goe* : r- - 
Afi*w.Myfatecryesput, : ^ 

And makes each petty artery inthis body. 
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'Phe Tragedy e/Hamlct 

As hardy as the Nemem Lions nerve : 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven He make a Ghoft of him that lets me; 

I lay away : Goe on lie follow thee. Exit Ghofi and Hamlet, 

Hor. He waxes defperate with imagination. 

Mar. I ets follow, ’tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Have after: to what iflue will this come? 

Mar- Something is rotten in the State of Denmarkfi 
JHora. Heaven will direft it. 

^^r.Nay let’s follow him. Sxemt. 

Enter and Hamlet, 

J74W. Whither wilt thou lead me ? fpeake. He goe no further, 
Chofi Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 

My houre is almoft comas 
When I to lulphrous and tormenting flames 
Muft render up my ielfe. ' ‘ 

Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghofi. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I (hall unfold, ‘ 

Speakc, I am bound to heare. : 

Che So art thou to rwenge when thou fhalt heare. 

Ham. W hat ? 

I am thy fathers Ipirit, 

Doom’d for a certaine terfrle to walke the night. 

And for the day confin’d co faft in fires, ' 

Till the fbule crimes, done in my dayes of nature 
Areburnt and purg’d away: But that T amforbid 
To tell the lecrets of my prilbn boufe, 
IcouIdataleunfoldjwhofeJighteftword 
W ould harrow up thy foule, freeze thy young blood. 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ttart from their Ipheres, 

Thy knotted and combined lockes co part. 

And each particular haire to ftarid an end 
L ike quills upon the fearefiili Porpentine : 
Butthisefernallblazonmufijnotbe'.l.iM-.b 
To eares of flefh and blood : lift, lift, O lifts 

If thou didft ever thy deare father love. ' . 

r--' ' ■ , Ham, 
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frince of DcnmarkeJ 

^ho. Revenge his foule & f«oft unnaturall murder. 

Murder 1 . . av. . 

Ghofi. Murder moft foule, as in the beft it is , 

But this moft foule, ftrange and unnaturall. 

if 4 z».Haftme to know’t, that I with wings aS fwifc 
As mediation, or the thoughts of love. 

May fwcepe to my revenge. 

Ifindetheeapt; . , , 

And duller ftiouldft thou be than the fet weed 

That roots it felfe in cafe on L^ewharfe, . 

Wouldft thou not ftirre in this : now Hamlet neare, 
Tis given out, that fleeping in my Orchard 
A Serpent ftutjg me: fothe whole eare of 
Is by a forged proceffe of my death 
Rankely abufed : but know thou, noble Youth, 

' The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life. 

Now weares his Crovyne. 

Ham. O my Propheticke fbule, my uncle ! 

Ghofi. I, that inceftuousjthat adulteratebeaft. 
With witchcraft of his wits, with trait rous gifts, 

O wicked wits, and gift s that have the power . 

So to feduce 1 won to his fhamefuH luft 
The will of my moftfeeming vertuous Q^eene. 

0 Hi«zw/^f,vvhaca falling offwasthtre 
From me, whofe love was of that dignity. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch . whofe naturall gifts were poore 

T o thofe of mine'bur vertue,as it never will be mov’d 
Though lewdnefle court it in a fhape of Heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckc. 

Will fort it felfe in a celefliallbed. 

And prey on garbage. 

But fbfc, me thinkes I fent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : Sleeping within my Orchard, 
Mycuftome alwaiesbf the aftcrnoone. 

Upon ipy fecure houre thy uncle ftole 



i . 
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The Tragedy ef Hamlet 

With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

And in the porches of my eares did pourd 
The leprous diftilmenr, whofe' efteft 
Holds Inch an enmity with Wood of man. 

That Iwift as Quick-lflver it courles through 
Thenaturall gatesand allies'of the body. 

And wit,h a fudden vigour it doth poflefle 
And curd, like eager droppings into millfc. 

The thin and whollbrne-blood ; lb did it mine. 

And a moft inftant Tetter barkt about 
Moft Lazar-Iike^withvile andUoathlbme craft 
All my Imooth body. 

Thus was I fleeping,by a-brOthers handi 
Of lifCjofCrownciOf (^eene at once difpatchr. 

Cut off even in the blo.ffom.es of my finne> 
Unnuzlcd, difappointed, uh^-anuelcf, 

No reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my imperfeifions on my head. 

' aO h horrible, O horrible, moft horrible, 

- - If thou haft natureintbee bcareit not. 

Let not the royal ! htd of'Dimm/trkf be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Ihceft. 

But howlbmever thou purlueft thisaff. 

Taint not thy minde,nor letthy Ibute'contrive' 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thole thornes thatin herbofemelod^. 

To pricke and ftingh'er: f^ethfee well atontei 
The Gloworme Ihewes thematine to be necre; 

And gins to .pale his uneffeftuaU' fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, rememberme; 

Ham.O all you hoft'bf'heaven'l O earth ! what elle? 
And*lhall I couple hell ? O fie ! hold my heart. 

And you my finewes,grovv notinftanrold,' 

But beare me Ivviftly up ; remember thee I 
I thou poore Ghoft, whiles memory holds a 1^ 

Jn thisdiftra£fed Globei remembertbeei ' 
Yca,fromthe tableofmy memofie' 

Ik wipe away all triviall fond records'. 






All 






fPrince 0 fDcnmsLtke* 

All faw of bookes,all fopes, all preffurespaft* 

That youth and obfervation copied there. 

And thy commandement all alone lhall live 
Within thebooke and volume of my braine, 

Unmixt with baler matter ; yes by heaven. 

O moft pernicious woman ! 

0 villaine, villaine, fmiling damned villaine! 

Mytables,meetitisIfetdowne, ^ 

Thatjone may fmile, and fmile, and be a villainej 

• At leaft I am fure it may be fo in Dtnmarks* 

So uncle there you are : now to my word. 

It is adieu, adieu, remember me. , » 

1 have Iworne’t. JEnttrHoTdttt uttd 

Hora. My Lord, my Lord. 

MarAsscAHamlet. 

Hora. Heavens fccure him. 

Ham. So be it. 

ijl^ar. Illo, ho,fao,my Lord. 

Ham. Hi llo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar- How is’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderlull ! 

Hor. Good my Lord tell it. 

No, you will reveale it. 

Hora. Not I my Lord by heaven* 

Mar Nor I my Lord. 

H am. How fay you then, would heart of man once thinke it ? 
Butyou’llbefecret. 

AofA. Iby heaven. 

Ham. There’s never a villaine 
Dwelling in all 
But hee’s an arrant Knave. 

•ToteV* Ghoft, my Lord, come fiom the grave 

Why right, you are intherighc, 
without more circumftance at all 
I holdit fit that we lhakchands and part. 

You as your bufineffe and defire lhall pointyou, 

every man hath bufineffe and defirc. 
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TleTra^edyofVlamht 

Such as it is> and for my owne poore pare 
1 will goe pray. 

Hora. Thele are but wild and whurling words my Lord. 
Ham. I am forry they offend you heartily. 

Yes faith heartily. 

Hera. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrickehm. there is Horatiot 
And much offence too : touching this vifiion here. 

It is an honeft Ghoft, that let me tell you ; ^ , 

For your defire to' know what is betweene us 
Ore-mafter’t as you may: and now good friends, 

As you are friends, Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give meone poore requeft. 

Hvra. What is’t my Lord* we will. 

Ham. Never make knowne what you have leene to night,' 

5 My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

LMar. Nor I my Lord in faith. i' 

Ham. Upon my Iword. 

Mar. Webavefworne my Lord already.* 

Ham. Indeed upon my fivord, indeed. 

Chojt cries miar the fiajre, 

^hofi. Sweare. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy, laift thou lb ? art thou there true-penny ? 
Comeon, you heare this fellow in the Selleridgc 

Conleht to (weare. 

ATorrf. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Never to fpeake of this, that, you have leenei 
Sweare by my fword» - 

Cho^. Sweare. 

^ Ham. Hic.& uhiquej then wee’ll Ihift oiff ground : 

Come hither Gent lemen 

And lay your hands againe upon my (word : 

Sweare by my fvord. _ 

Never to (peake of this that you have heard. 

Sweare by his fword. 

Ham. Wellfaid old MoIc,canft thou workci'th earth fo faff ? 

^ , A. 



Prince of Dtnm At* 

A worthy Pioncr, once more remove good friends. 

Hera.O day and night ' but this is wondrous ftrangei 

Bam.hXi^ therefore as a ftrangergive itwelcotne; 

There are more things in heaven and earth Herat 
Than are dream’t of in your Phi lofophy : but come, 
ilereasbefore;never fo help you mercy, 

(How ftrange or odde lb ere I beare my folfe* 

As I perchance hereafter ftiall thinke meet. 

To puf anantike difpofition on. 

That you at fuch times feeing me, never fhall 
With armes encombred thus , or head thus fhak’t# 

Or by pronouncing of fomedonbtfull phrafe. 

As, well well ,we know,or we could and if we would* 

Or if we lift to lpeake,or there be and if they might* ^ 

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to not^ 

That you know ought of me, this doe Iweare, 

So grace and mercy at your moft need helpe you. 

Chofi. Sweare. 

FL?»!».Rcft,reft,perturbed Ipirit* So Gentlemen 
W ith all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t’cxpreffe his love and friendingto you 

God willing fliall not lacke : Ictus goe in together,’ 

And ftill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curfed fpight 
That ever I was borne to fet it right ! 

Nay come, lets goe together. JEseettut. 

Enter old ^olonius with his man or two. 

Pol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes ReynttlJta* 
I will my Lord. 

Pol. You flialldoe marvellous wifely, good Rejnaldot, 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Of hisbehaviour. 

Rey.My Lord I did intend it. 

Pol, Marrie well laid, very well iaid,Iooke you fir* 

Enquire me firft what Dauskfrs are in Parist 
And how, and who, what means,and where they keep* 

What company,at what expcnce : and finding 

Da 
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He Tragedy of H amlet 

By this encompaflment and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my fon , come you more neercr 
Then your particular demands will toneh it. 

Take you as’t were fome diftant knowledgeof him. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him : Doe you marke this Reymlio ? 

IjVery well my Lord. 

‘PoA And in part him,but you may 6y not well. 

But if it be he I meane bee’s very wilde, 

Addi6>ed lb and lb, and there ptit on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry nonelbrankc 
As may didionour him, take heed ofthat j 
But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and uluall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
Toyouth and liberty. 

%ey^ As gaming my Lord. 

Tol. I, or drinking, fencing, (wearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you ma y goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord, chat would difhonour him. 

Vol. Faith as you may (ealbn it in the charge. 

You muft not puf another fcandall on him. 

That he is open to incontinency. 

That’s not my meaning, but breach his faults lb quaintly. 
That they may feeme the taints ofliberty. 

The flafh and out-breake of a fiery mind, 

A favageneffe in unreclaimed blood 
Ofgenerallaflault. 

Rey, But my good Lord. 

7<?/. Wherefore fhonld yon doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know chat. 

F el. Marry fir here’s my drift. 

And I beleeve it Is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefe Height follies on my Ibnnc, 

As ’twere a thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark you, your party in convef le,be you would found. 
Having ever feene in the prenominate-crimes 
The youth yon breath of guilty, be affur’d 
He doles with you in this conlcqucnce j 



Good 
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Trince of Dcnmarkc^ 

Good fir (or fo) or friend, or Gentleman, 

According to the phrafe or the addition 
Ofman and countrey; 

S‘Sh?n°iX^tthis,a does :what was I about to fay 
By the Maffe I was about to fay fomcthing. 

Where did I leave? 
j?fv. At clofes in the confequence. 

Tel. At clofes in the confequence ; Lmflirry, 

He doles thus, 1 know the Gentleman 

Ifawhim yefterday,or th’otherday. 

Or then, or then, with liich or fuch, and, as you fty. 

There was a gaming there, or tookc in’s rowfe. 

There falling out at Tennis, or perchance 
I faw him enter fuch and liich a houle of fale. 

Videlicet, a Brothell, or fo forth . See you now. 

Your bait of falfhood takes this carpe of truth, 

And thus doe we of wifHome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with effayesof byas. 

By indireds finde diredions out : 

So by my former Ledure and advice 

Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not ? 

%ey. My Lord I have. 

Ac/. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. 

*Pc/. Obferve his inclination in your felfe. 

2?^. IfhallmyLord. 



And let him ply his Muficke. 
* " ■ rd. 



Exit Rey. 



Acy. Well my Lore 

Enter Ophelia. 

Pc/.Farwell.How now Op/ic//,*, what’s the matter? 
Oph.O my Lord,my Lord,! have bin fo affrighted. 
Pole. W ith what i’th name of God ? 

OpheU My Lord as I was fowing in my Clofet, 
Lord Hamlet with his doublet alhmbrac’d. 

No hat upon his head, his flockins foul’d, 

Ungartred, and downe gyved to his ankle, 

P?le as his fliirt, his knees knocking each other, 

D5 
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The Tragedy o/Hamlec 

And with a lookefo piteous in purport, 

A§ if he had beene loofed out ofhell 
To (peakeofhorrorsjhe comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ofhel. My Lord I doc not know» 

But truely I doe feare it. 

Pol. W hat laid he ? 

Ofhel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard* 
Then goes he to the length of all his armci 
And with hisother hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to liich perufall of my face 
As a would draw it : long ftaid he lb. 

At I aft, a little ftiaking'of mine arme, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downc. 

He railed a figh fo piteous and profound 
As it did leeme to lhatter all his bulke. 

And end his being : that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his ftioulders turn’d 
Hee feem’d t<? finde his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I willgoefeeke the Ki ngi 
This is the very extafie of love, 
whole violent property forgoes it felfe. 

And leads the will to delperate undertakings* 

As oft as any paffions under heaven 
That does aflflid: our natures : I am Ibrrie ; 

What ? have you given him any hSrd words of late ? 

OpA(f/.No my good Lord, but as yoddid command, 
I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
Hisaccefletome. 

Pol. That bath made him mad : 

I am Ibrrie that with better heed and judgement 
1 had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but befhrew my jealonfle; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To call beyond our lelves in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 
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Prince 0/ Dcnmarke." 

To lacke diferetion ; Come, goe we to the King, 

This rauft be knowne, which being kept clofe rnightmove 
More griefe to hide , than hate to utter love. 

Come. Bxemt. 

Fleurijh. FuterKing QueenCi RoferteT^ue attd 

Gmldenfterve. 

Kirg. Welcome deare i^py^»cr(*«tf and Guildenfiernef 
Moreover, that we much did long to lee you. 

The need we have to ufe you did provoke 
Our haftie lending. Somethingyou have heard 
Ot Hamlets transformatk n> lb I call it, 

Sith nor th’extcrior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was : what it fhonld be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much fromtheunderftandingof himfelfe 
Icannot dreameof: lentreat youbotb. 

That being ol lb young dayes brought up with him, 

And lith lo neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some little time, lb by your companies 
To draw him on to pleallires, and to gather 
So much as from occafion you may gleane, 

W hether ought to us unknown affli^s- him thus , 

That open’d lyes within- our remedy. 

Good Gentlemen, he hath machtalbtofyoo, 

And lure I am two men there are not living 
To whom he more adheres ; if it will pleate you 
To flaew us lb much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your rime with us a while, 

Forthc fupply and profit ofourhope,- 
Your vilitationlhould receive fiiehthankcs 
As fits a Ki ngs remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Majefties 
M'ght by the Soveraigne power you have of uf 
Put your dread plealutes moreinto com.nand 
Than to inrreaty. 

6»/7, But weboth obev. 
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The Tragedy ef Hamlet 

To layourTervice freely at your feet. 

Ki>}g Thanks Rofencraut and gentle Gmldenflert$, 

Thanks Gm/denfier», a.nd ^enik Rofe»crata. 

I befeech you inftantly to vifit 
My too much changed Ibnne : goc fonac of you 
And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlit is- 
'■ Guil. Heavens make our prefence and our praiftices 
Pleaiant and helpfull to him. 

Queen. Amen. "Exeunt Ref. and Guil, 

Enter Polonius. 

jPo/.Th’Embafladors from Norwapmy good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. • 

Ktng. Thou ftil haft bin the Father of good newes, 

‘Eel. Have I my Lord ? 1 aflure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King ; 

And I doe thinke,or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policie fo litre 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O Ipeake of that, that doe 1 long to heare., 

Pol. Give firft admittance to the Embalfadors, 

My newes Iha 11 be the fruit to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfc doe grace to them,& bring them in. 

He tels me, my deare Gertrud, he hath found 
The head and Iburce ofall your Ibnnes diftemper. 

Quee. I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

Enter Smbaffadors, 

.K'/«^.Well,we fliallfifthim rwclcomemy goodfriCTdsj 
Say Veltemand:^\\‘iX. from our brother Norway ? 

Vol. Moft faire returne of greeti r^s and defircs : 

Upon our firft he lent out to fijpprelfe 
His Nephewes levifes,whichtohim appear d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the PoUackft 
But better lookt into, he truly found 
It was againft your Highnefle ; whereat griev’d 
That lb his ficknefle, age, and impotence 



Prince of DenmarkcC 

Was falfly borne in hand, lends out arrefts 
On Fortenhafe, which he in briefe obayes, 

Receives rebuke from Norway, znd in fine# 

Makes vow before his uncle never more 

To give tb’alTay of armes againft your Majeftie : 
Whereon old Norway overcome with joy 
Gives him threefcore thouland crowns in annual fc0i 
And his Commiffion,toimploy thofe Souldiers 
So levied as before, againft the F^oUackst 
With an entreaty herein further fhowne# 

That it might pleafe you to give quiet pafle 
Through your dominions for this enterprize 
Onfuch regards oflafcty and allowance 
As herein are fet downe. 

King. It likes US well. 

And at our more conlidered time wee’ll read, 
Anfwer, and thi nke upon this bufinefle : 

Meane time we thank you for your well took labour, 
Goe to your reft, at night wee’ll feaft together : 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Embajfadort* 

Eol. This bu finefle is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoflulate_ 

W hat majeftie fhould be, what duty is. 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 

W ere nothing but to wafte night, day,and time : 
Therefore brevitie is the fbule of wit. 

And tedioufnefTethe limbes and outward flourilhess 
I willbebriefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call I it, for to define true madnefle. 

What is'tbut to be nothing elfebut mad ^ 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with lefle art. 

Pol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all. 

That bee’s mad ’tis true,’tis true, ’tis pitty, 

And pitty ’tis ’tis true, a foolifh figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art ; 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaincs 
That we finde out the caufe of this efte(ft. 
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Tie Tragedy of Hamlet 

Or rather <ay the caufe of this defcftj 
For this effeft defedlive comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while £he is minc> 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmile. 

To the Celefiiall, my foules I doll, the mofi heautified Ophelia. 
That’s an iUphrafe,a vilephrafe, beautified is a vile fhrafe: hat 
yeujhall heare,thus in her excellent \tfhite boJome,ThefieJ&c, 
Que Camethis from Hamlet toher ? 

Tol. Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithfull. 

Doubt thou the fiarres are fire. Letter* 

D oubt that the fiunne doth move. 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer, 

But never doubt I love. 

O dears Ophelia. lam ill at thefie numbers , I have net art to 
reckonmy groanes', but that I love thee beft, O mofi be fi beleeve 
it : Adteu. T hine evermore mofi deare Lady , whilefi this 

machine is to him, Hamlet. 

Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter Ihowne mCj 
And more about have hislblicitings, 

A s they fel I out by ti me, by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath (he receiv’d his love ? 

P ol. What doe you thinke ofme ? 

King. A sofa man faithfull and honourable; 

^ would faine prove fb ; but what might you thinke 
’Vhen I bad feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it ('I muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If I had plaid the deske, or Table-booke, 

Or given m.y heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt opn this love with idle %ht. 

What might you thinke? no,! went round to workc. 

And my young Miftreffe thus I didbefpeake: 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out, of thy fpherci 

This Rinflnotbc: and then I precepts gave her. 



Trmce of Dcntnarkc." 

That flie (hould locke her felfe from his refartj 

Admit no meflengers,receive no tokens. ^ ^ 

Which done, Ihe tooke the fruits of my advice ; 

And he repell’d, a fhort tale to make, 

Fellintoafadnefle, thenintoaFaft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weaknefle. 

Thence to a lightncffe,and by this declenfion 
Into the madneffe wherein now he raves. 

And all we mourne for. 

King‘Doe you thinke ’tis this ? 

Que. It may be very likely. 

Tel. Hath there beenfuch a time, I would faine kno W th«, 
Thatihavepofitively frid,’tisfo. 

When it prov*d otherwife ? 

Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this , if thisbe otherwife , 

If circumftances lead me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further? 

Pol. You know fometimes he walkcs fbure hoorcs togethCtf 
Herein the Lobby. 

So he does indeed: 

Pol. At Inch a time lie loole my daughter to him* 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon. 

Let me be no affiftanc for a State, 

But keep a Farme and Carters. 

Wewilltryit. Enter Hamlet, 

Slueen. But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away, I doe belecch you both away* Exit King and 

lie board him prefently.Oh give me leave. Queen, 

How does my good Lord Hamlet I 
ifdw. Well, God a mercy. 

P el. Doe you know me,my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Filhmoneer. 

Not I my Lord. 
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The Trdgei^ ©/Hamlet 

Uam.'Xhtnl would you were lb honeft a ma»:= 

T<^/,Honeft my Lord? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thouland. 

To/. That’s very true my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead do^e,bcingi 
good killing carrion. Have you a daughter ? 

P«/. I have my Lord. 

Ham . Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a bleffing, 

But as your daughter may conceive, friend iooke to’t. 

P«l. How fay you by that ? fiill harpingon my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at nrft, a faid I was a fifii-monger, a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I Ihffered much extremity for love , very neare 
this : lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Words, words, words. 

Pol. W hat is the matter my. Lord ? 

294W. Betweene who ? 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord; 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue laics here,thatold 
men have gray beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their eyes 
purging thicke Amber, and Plum-tree ©urn, and that they have a 
plentifull lackc of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I meft powerfully and potently beleeve, yet I hold it 
not honeftie to have it thus let downe, for your felfe fir lhall grow 
old, as I am, if like a crab you could goc backward. 

Pol. Though rhisbe madnefle , yet there is method in’t, will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Indeed that’s out of the aire ;hovv pregnant Ibtnetimes 
his replyes are ?.a happines that often madnes hits on, which rca- 
fon and fan<ftitie could not fo happily be delivered of. I wilMcave 
him and my daughter. My LordI willtake my leave ofyou. 

Ham. Yon cannot take from nie any thing that I will notmorc 
willingly part withall, except my life.- except my life, except ay 
life. Enter ^uildenfierne and R^eneratu, 

P#/. Fare you well my Lord . 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fboles. 

Ptl. You goc to feeke the Lord Hamlet ^ thae he is. 
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frltjce o/DcnRiarke. 

God fave your fir. 

Guil. My honoured Lord. 

Rof. My moft dearc Lord. 

Ham.Uy excellent good friends,how doft thou ^ttyldenfi ern . 
Ah Rofencram good lads how doe you both ? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Gnjl. Happy in that we are not ever happy on fortunes capi 
We are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fhooe. 

Neither my Lord. 

Ham.Tbcn you live about her waft, or in the middle ofherfa- 

Gnjl. Faith her privates we. (vors. 

Ham. In the fecret parts of fortune, oh moft true,fiieis a ftrum- 
pet, Whatnewes? 

Ref. None my Lord,but the worlds growne honeft. (true. 

Ham. Then is Doomef-day neere : but your newes is not 
But inthe beaten way of friendfhip,what make yoxut Elfenour} 

‘RofToviRt you my Lord, no other occafion. 

A/Wz«.Begger that I am, I am even poore in thanks,but I thank 
you, and fure deare friends my thanks are too deare a halfe-peny t 
were you not font for ? i s it your owne inclining ? is it a free vifita- 
tion ? come, come, deale juft ly with me, come, come, nay fpeake* 

Gayl. What ftiould we fay my Lord ? 

Ham.kny thing,but to’th purpofoyou were lent for, and there 
is a kind of confeffion in your lookes , which your modefties have 
not craft enough to colour ; I know the good King and Queenc 
have fent for you. 

To what end my Lord ? 

Ham. That you muft reach me ;but let me conjure you by the 
rights ofourfellowfbips, by the eonfonancyof our youth, by the 
obligation of our ever preferved love , and by what more deare a 
better prbpofer can charge you withall , bee even and dirc<ft with 
me whether yon were fent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you ? 

ifrtiw.Nay then I have an eic of you,ifyou love me hold not off. 

C»yl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I wiil tell you why , lb fliall my anticipation prevent your 
difcbvery, and y our fecrccy to the King and C^een moult no fea- 

E 3 ther ; 












The Trd^edy of Hamlet 

ther tlbaveof latc,butwhereforeI know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgone all cuftome of exercifesjand indeed it goes fo heavily with 
my^difpofition, that this goodly frame the earth feemes tomeea 
fterillpromontoric; thismoft excellent Canopie the aire, looke 
you, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a fouls 
andpeftilent congregation of vapours. Whatapieceaworkeis 
man Ihownobleinrealbn'.how infinite in faculties linformeand 
moving how expreffe and admirable! inadion how like an An- 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty of the world, the 
paragon of animals;& yet to me what is this quinteflence ofduft ? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your fmihng 
youleemetolay fb. ... 

Mof. My Lord there was no fuch ftufte in my thoughts. 

Ham.'Why did ye laugh then,when I laid man delights not me? 

Jlef.ro thinke my Lord, if you delightnot in man,what Lenten 
entertainment thePIaiers (hall receive from you,we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftie 
ftiallhavetributeofmee, the adventurous Knight (hallufe bis 
foy le and target, the lover (hall not figh gratis, the humorous man 
fhall end his part in peace, and the Lady (ball fay her mind freely, 
or the blankc verfe fhall halt for’t. W hat players are they ? 

Ref. Eventhofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gediansoftheCity. 

H^zw. How chances it they travell? their refidence bothinre- 

putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Ref. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meancs of the late 
innovation. 

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did when I was 

in the City ? are they fb followed ? 

.Xs/Noindeed,tneyarenot. 

Ham. "it is not very ftrange ; for my Uncle is King ofDeninark, 
and thole that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty , forty, fi fty,a hundred duckets a peece for his pi<ft“^.® 
in little : s’blood there is fbmething in this more than naturall, it 
Ph ilolbphy could finde it out. Fleur ip. 

There are the players. 
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Prince of Den markc. 

Gentlemen you are welcome to your hands: 

comethen,th’appurtenanceofwelcome is tafoion and ceremo- 

me^mply with you in thisgarbe, left myextentrothe 
Plaie?s, which I tell you friuftfhew fairly outwards, fhould more 
Tppeam like cntertaMt than yours ; you are welcome : but 
my Uncle-father and Aunt-mother are deceived. 

therly I know a hawke from a hand- law* 

Enter Polonitu. 

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

H 4 w.Harke you Guyldenflern.znA you too, at each care a hea,* 
rer,that great baby as you fee is not yet out ofhis fwadhng clouts. 

i?«/.Happelyheisthefecond time come to them, for they wy 
an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophecie that he comes to tell me of the Players, 
markeit : You fay right fir, a Munday morning twas then indeed. 

/»<?/. My Lord I have newes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I have newes to tell you : when Rojfm was an 
A6torinRomc. 

Pol. The Abfors are come hither my Lord. 

Ham.r>va.,haz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour. 

Then came each After on his afle. 

7>o/. Thebeft Aftors in the world, either for Tragedy,Coniedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorall feene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited: Seneca cannot bee too hwvie, 

nor Plautiu too light for the law of writ and the liberty 5 thefc are 
theonelymen. 

flam. O Jepha Judge of Ifrael what a treafurchadft thou? 
Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord ^ 

Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
vei^^paflingwell. 

yo/. Still on my dau^ter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old Jepha ? 

Pol. W hat followes then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot , and then yon know it came to 
pafle,asmoftIikeitwas : thefirft tow of the pans chaqfon will 

Ihew 
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Slew yon more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the pUjers, 

Ham^ow are welcome mafters, welcome all , I am glad to fee 
thee well, welcome good friends ; oh old friend ! why thy face is 
valanc'd fence I few thee laft , com’ft thon to beard mee in Den, 
marke ? what my young Lady and Miftrefle my Lady your Ladi- 
ftiip is neercr to heaven than when I few you laft by the altitude 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant gold, 
be nor crackt within the ring : mafters you are all welcome,wec’il 
e’en to’c like friendly Faukners , flye at any thing wee fee, wee’ll 
have a fpeech ftrait , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
pallionate Ipeech. 

Player- What Ipeech my good Lord ? 

Hmt, I heard thee Ipeake me a fpeech once,but it was never a- 
61 ed, or ifit was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million,’cvvas caviary to the generall, but it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in liich matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play , welldigefted inthe feenes,fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one feid 
there were no fellets in the lines to make the matter fevoury,nor 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affeftion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholelbme as feveet, and by very 
much more handlbme than fine ; one Ipeech in't I chiefly loved, 
'twas tyEneas talketo Didoy and thereabout ofit elpecially when 
hc lpeakes ofPrwB?jflaughter,ifitlivein your memory begin at 
this line,let me fee, let me fee,the rugged Pyrrbm like th’ircanian 
Beaft,’tisnotit begins with The rugged /’yrri&«/,hee 

whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refemble, 
when he lay couched in th’ominous horfe. 

Hath now his dread and blacke compleilion Imear'd 
W ith Heraldry more difmall head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fbnnes. 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rolled in wrath and fire, 

And thus oce-dfed with coagulate gore, 

With 



e/Denmarkc.’ 

with eyes like Carbuncle, the hellilb 
Old granfere PrUim feekes ;'fo proceed you. 

, ?<^/.Fore God my Lord wellfpokcn,with good accent and good 
7 / 4 y. Anon he finds him f”di(cretion. 

Striking too Ibort at Greekes, his anticke fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lyes where it falls. 

Repugnant to command ; unequall rnatchc, 

Pyrrhm at Priam drives , in rage ftrikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and winde of his fell fwoi^ 

Th’unnerved father falls. 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his bafe, and with a hideous cralh 
Takes prilbner Pyrrhm eare : for loe his fivord^ 

Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverent T^riamt feem’d i’th ayre to fticke. 

So as a painted tyxjxa. Pyrrhm &oodi» 

Like a neutrall to his willand matter. 

Did nothing: 

But as we often fee againft Ibme ftorme, 

A filence in the heavens,the rackes ftand ftill. 

The bold wind ^eechle^ , and the orbe below 

As hulb as death,anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after pawfc, 

A rowfed vengeance fets him newaworke. 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall. 

On Mars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne. 

With lefle remorfe than bleeding (word 

Now fa 11s on Priam. 

Out, out, thou ftrumpet'Fortune ! all you gods 
In general Ify nod take away her power, 

Breake all the l^kes and felloes from her wheele, 

' And boule tfie round nave downe the hill bfheaven. 

As low as to the fiends* 

/'o/. This is too long. 

Ha. It lhall to the Barbers with your beard ; prethee fey on, he’s 
for a'jigjor a tale of bawdry, or he fleeps j fay on, come to Hecub*. 
playlRm. who, ah woe had feene the mobled Queene. 
H^w-The mobled Queenc ? 

F PoU* 
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Ptf/tf. That’s good. 

P Ary. Run barefoot up and downe.threatning the flamesj 
With Bifonrhume, a clout upon that head 
Where late the diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanke and all ore- teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarme of fearc caught up. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venome fteepr, 

’Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d : . 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then, 

W hen fhe law Tyrrhus make malicious Iport 
In mincing with his fword her husbands limbes. 

The inftant burfl of clamor that flie made, 

Unlefle things morcall move them not at all, 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven, 

And paflion in the gods. 

Looke where be has not turned his colour, and has teares 
in’s eyes : prethee no more.. 

AT< 2 /w.’Tis well, He have thee fpeake out the reft of this (bonej 
Good my Lord doe you fee the Players well beftowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed , for they are the abflraft andbriefe 
Chronicles of the time; afteryour death you. yvere better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

^ol. My Lord I will ufe them- according to their defert. 

A/^w.Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after liis 
defert, and who fhall fcape whipping? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity, the leffethey deferve the more merit is in 
your bounty ; Take them in. 

A<?/. Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him fricnds.wee’ll heare a- play to morrow jdoeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play the murder of ? ' 

jP/^ej-.Imy Lord. , , - , - 

Wee’il hay’ttpmorrovy nightfyoucoHldfbr-need fiudy 
a Ipeech of feme dofen lines, or fixteene lines , which I 
dovvne and infert in’c, could you not ? 

P/<^.ImyLord. . 

Ham. V cry well : fbllovy that Lord , and looke yon mocRc ma« 
not- My good friends, lie leave you tillmight, youarewefeo®® 
lo£lfenfftr, Pel^and ‘Pliers, 

jS#yi 
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T^rince of Dcnmarkc." 

Good my Lord. 

Ham - 1 fb, God buy to you ; now am I alone. 

O what a Rogue and pefant flaveam 1 1 
Is it not monttrous that this Player here 
But in a fiaion, in a dreame of paflion, _ 

Could force his foulc fo to his owne conceit. 

That from her working all thevifagewand, 

Teares in his eyes, diflraaion in’s afped, 

Abroken voice, and his whole funaionfuting ^ 

With formes to his conceit, and all for nothing) 

For Hecuba ? 

What’s Hecuba tohim,orhetohcr. 

That he fhould weep for her ? what would he doe 

Had he the motive, and that for paflion 

That I have ? he would drown the ftage with teares, 

And cleave the generalleare with horrid Ipeech, 

Make mad the guilty, and appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and eares j yet I, 

A dull and muddy metled raskalhpeake 
Like yoA»-a-dreames, onpregnant of my caufe. 

And can fay nothing, no not for a King, 

Upon whole property and moft deare life 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward ? 

Who calls me villaine, breakes my pate acrofle, 

Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 

Twekes me by’th nofe, gives me the lye i’th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does me this ? 

Hah ? s’wounds I fhould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and lacke gall 
To make oppreflion bitter, or ere this 
I fhould have fatted all the region Kites 
With this flaves offall ; bloudy,baudy villaine, 
Remorflefle,trecherous, lecherous, kindlefle villain. 

W hy what an Afle am I ? this is moft brave, 

That I the fonne of a deare father murthered. 

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft like a whewe unpackc my heart with words, 

F a And 





TheTra^edy «/ Hamlet 

And fall a curfing like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie up on’c, foh. 
About my braineSjhum, I nave heard 
That guilty creatures fitting at a Play 
Have by the very cunning ot the Scene 
Beene ftrooke fo to the lbule,ihat prefently 

They have proclaim’d their malefe<aions : 

For murther though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. He have thefe Players 
Play fomething like the murther of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes> 

He tent him to the quicke, if a doe blench 
I know my courle. Thefpirit that I have feenc 
May be a divelh and the diyell hath power 
T’aflume a pleafing fliape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weaknefle and my melancholly, 

As he is very potent with fuch fpiritSj 
Abufes me to damne me ; He have grounds 
More relativethanthisjthePlay’s the thing 
Wherein He catch the confoience of the King. 

Efiter Kingi Queene, PolomuSy Ofhelia, Rofencratis , 
dev^terne, Lords . 

King. And can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this cqnfufion. 

Grating lb harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie? 

Rof. He does confelfe he feeles himfelfe diftra6led. 

But from what caufe he willby no meanes fpeake.' 

/.Nor doe we find him forward to be founded. 

But with a crafty madneflekeepesaloofe 
W hen we would bring him on to (bmc confclfion 
Ofhistrueeftate. 

^^ee.Did he receive you well ? 

Moft like a Gentleman. 

Guyl. But with much forcing of his dilpofitiois, 

Rof. Niggard of queftion,but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Quee. Did you afwy him to any paftimc? 

Rof. Madam, it lb fell out that ccrtainc Players 
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We ore- rahght on the way, of thefe we told him, 

And there did feeme in him a kind of joy 
To beare of it ; they are hereabout the Court > 

And as I thinke they have already order 

This night to play before him. 

Po/.’fis moft true, • a-.* 

And he befeecht me to entreat your MajetticS’ 
Toheare and fee the matter. 

King. W ith all my heart, 

And it doth much content me,i 
To heate him lb inclin’d : 

Good Gentlemen give him a further edge. 

And drive his putpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof We Iball my Lord. Exeunt Rof. & 

Sweet leave us two. 

For we have clolely fent for Hamlet hitheti 
That he as ’twere by accident may here 
Affront Ofhelia ; her father and felfe, 

Wee’ll fo beftow our felves,tbat feeing unfeene 

Wemayoftheirencounterfranklyjudge,- 
And gather by him as he is behav’d, 

If’t be th’afflicfion of his love Of no 
That thus he fuffers for. 

Quee. I fliall obey you : 

And for my part Ophelia I doe wifh 
That your good beauties be the happy caufe 
Of Hamlets wildnelTe,fo fhall I hope your vertues 
W ill bring him to his wonted way againe, 

To both your honours'. 

Opl>e/. Madam, I wifh if may. 

Pol.Ophelia walk you here : gracious lb pleafe you 
We will beftow our felvcs ; read on this Bookc, 

That (hew of Ibch an exercife may colour 
Your lonelineffe : we are oft to blame in this, 

’Tis too much prov’d,thac with devotions vi&ge, 
And pious affion we doe fug^ o’rc 
The divell himfelfe. 

'tis too true : 
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T??e 0/ Hamlet 

How fniait a lafhthat lpeeclr doth give tny-cplifcicnde-? ' 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftring art. 

Is not more ugly to, the thing that helpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

O heavie burden! E>{ter Hamlet'. 

Pol. I heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 

Ham. To be, or not to be, that is the queftion. 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind tolufter 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune. 

Or to take armes againft a lea of troubles j 
And by oppofing end them : To dye to fleepe 
No more ; and by a fleepe to lay we end 
The heart- ake, and the moufand natural! Ibockes 
That flelh is heire to ; ’tis a coofummation 
Devoutly to be wiibt, to dye tpfleepe. 

To fleep perdiance to dreame, I there’s the rub. 

For in that fleep of death what dreames may come> 

W hen we have fliuffled off this mortallcoyle 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the relped 
That makes calamity ofib long life : 

For who would beare the whips and Icorncs of time, 
Th’opprelfors wrong, the proud mans contumely, . 
The pangs of defpifed love, and the Lawes delay. 

The inlblence of office, and the Ipurnes 
That patient merit of th’unworthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his Quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and Iweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of Ibmething after death, 
Theundilcover’d Countrey,fromwhofe borne 
No traveller retumes, puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thole ills we have. 

Than liye to others that we know not of. 

Thus conlcience does make cowards. 

And thus the native hievy ofrefolution 
Is fickficd ore with the pale caflof thought : 

And enterprifesofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry, 
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And lofethe namcofacflion. Soft you now, 

Thefaire Ophelia, Nimph in thy Orizons ? 

Be all my fins remembred ? 

Ophel. Good my Lord, 

How aoes your honour for this many a day ? 

I humbly thanke you, well. 

Ophel.My Lord I have remembrances ofyours. 

That I have longed long to re-deliver, 

I pray yon now receive them. 

iLfw. No, not l, I never gave you ought. 

Ophel. My honour’d Lord, you know right well you did,. 

And with them word s of fo Iweeo breath compoled 
As made thefe things more rich : their perfume loft,. 

Take thefe againe : for to the noble minde 
Rich gifts waxepoore when givers prove unkind. 

There my Lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeft ? 

Ophel. My Lord. 

Are you faire? 

Ophel. W hat meanes your Lordfbip ? 

L?^w,Thatif you bee honeft andfaire, you fhould admit nO' 
difcGurfe to your beauty . l . . r - 

Could beauty my Lord have better commerce 
Than with honeftie, 

Ham. I truly, for the power of beautic will lobner transforme 
honeftie fre - what k is to a baud, than the force of honeftie can 
tranflate beauty to his likeneffe ; this was. fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time gives it proofe.. I did love you once.. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made mebelcevc lb. 

Ham. You fhouldnot have belecv’d mee, for vertue cannot lb 
evacuate our old ftocke but wefliafti^llilhofit : Moved you nor. 

Op/jff/, iw^^ftiemo^Tdedeived.,: .vi j ; ^ . ■ 

Ham. Get thee a Nunry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of lin- 
nets ? I am myfelfe indifferent hoheft,bflt fet I cbuldaccufe me 
of fuch things,tlwt it were better my mothtiihad'not born me ; I 
am very proud, revengeful], ambitious, with mocc offences ac my 
beck than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give the 
^ fiiapc,or timcto aift thcmin;whjitfla.QuidfudifellowesasTdoe 
, crawUn.g. 





Hoe Tragedy of Hamlet 

crawlingbetweene earth and heaven? we arc arrant Knaves, 
leeve none of us, go thy waiesto a Nunry. W here’s your father?* 

Ofhd. At home my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be (hut upon him, 

That hemayplay the foole no where but in’s ovvnehoufe* 
Farewell. 

Ophel. O heJpe him you fweet heavens. 

Ham.li thou doft marry.Ile give thee this plagiie for thy doiv. 
ry, be thou as chafte as Ice, as pure as Ihow, thou (halt not efcape 
calumny , get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or ifthou wiltneeds mar- 
ry, marriea{boIe,forwiiemenknow well enough what monfters 
you make ofthem : to a Nunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell. 

Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings well enough; God hath gi- 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and makeyout 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go too,Ile no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad : I lay vve will have no moe marriages, thole that are married 
already all but one fliall live, the reft ftiall keepe as they are: toa 
Nunriegoe. £xit. 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers,Souldiers,Scholars,eie,tongue,lword, 
Th’expe<ftation andRofe ofthe faire flate. 

The glafle offafhion, and the mould offbrme, 

Th obferv’d ofallobfervers, quite, quite downe, 

And I of Ladies moftdejeft and wretched. 

That liickt the honey .of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now lee what noble and nioft Ibveraigne realbn 
Like Iweet bels jangled out of time, mod harfti. 

That unmatcht forme and ftature of blowne youth 
Blafted with extafie. O woe is me c 
T’have feenwhat Ihaveleen,feewfiat'Tleel Exiti, 

JT/;i^.Love IhisaftedHons doe not that way tend. 

For what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little. 

Was not like madaes,there’s fomethingi'n his Ionic 
.Qre which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt che hatch and the difclofe 



Trince of Denmarke^ 

Will be fome danger j which for to prevent 

I have in quicke determination ^ ^ . 

Thus fet downe : he lhall with Ipeed to England, 

For the demand of our negle<fted tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Countries different. 

With variable objc(fts Iball expell 
This Ibmethine fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his braines ftill beating, 

Puts him thus from taflaion ofhimfelfc. 

What thinke you on’t? 

P,/. It fliall doe well; 

But yet I doe beleeve the origen and commencement of it 
Sprung from negle61ed love : how now Ophelia ? 

You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet laid, 
p We heard it all : my Lord doe as you pleafe, 

I But if you hold it fit, after the Play 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 
To Ihew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And He be plac’d ( lb pleafe you) in the care 
Of all their conference : if fhe find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 
Your wifdome bell fliall think. 
iir/»^.Itlliallbelb, 

MadnelTe in great ones muff not unmatcht goe, Exfuttt* 

Enter Hamletjand three of the flayers. 

Ham. Speakc the Ipeech I pray you as I pronounc d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve the Towne-crier fpoke my lines: nor do 
not faw the aire too much with your hand,thus, but ufe all gently; 
for in the very torrent temped, and, as I may fay , whirle- wind of 
your paffion you mull acquire and beget a temperance that may 
give it fmoothnelTc ; O it offends mee to the Ibule to heare a ro- 
DuftiousPerwig-pated fellow teare a pafflon to totters , to very 
rags,to Ipleet the eares of the ground-lings, who for the moll pare 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe fhewes and noife; 
I would have luch a fellow whipt for ore-doing T ermagant,it ouc- 
Hereds Herod, pray you avoid it. 

Play. I warrant your honour. 

G 
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T7;e Tragedy ef Hamlet 

I'' Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own dilcretionbe 
your tutor; fute the action to the word, the word to theaftion 
with thisfpeciallobfervance , that you ore-ftep not the modeftie 
of Nature :Forany thing (bore-done is from the purpofeofp]|y, 
ing, whofe end both at firft, and now,was and is, to hold as 'twere 
the Mil rour up to nature , to fliew vertue her feature , fcorne het 
o.vne image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and 
preflure : now this over-clone, or come tardy oS ^ough it make* 
the unskilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenfure of which one muftin your allowance ore-weighawhole 
Theater ofothers. O there be Players that lhavefeeneplay,and 
heard others prailc,and that highly, not to (peak it profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate of Chriftian, 
Pagan, nor man,have fo ftrutted and bellowed,that I have thought 
Ibme of Natures Journy-men had made men,and not madethem 
well, they imitated humanity lb abominably. 

P/aji.] hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 
Ham.O reforme it altogether : and let thole that play yoiit 
Clownes (peake no more thanisfet dovvne for them , for there be 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to let on fome quantitieof 
barren ipedfators to laugh too, though in the meane time fome 
necelTary queftion of thePlay be then to be conndered : that’s vil- 
lanous, andfhewesamoftpitifull ambition in the Foolc that ii- 
fcs it : goe, make you ready. How now my Lord ? will the King 
heare this piece of worke ? 

Ettter PoloHtuii^nyldenfierfteiaftd Rofexcram^ 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafle.WilI you two help to baften 
^o/ilmyLord. Exeunt thofe two- (Athens* 

Ham. What hoc, Horatio f 
Hora. Herefweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art ecn as juft a man 
As ere my converfttion cop’t withall. 

. 0 my deare Lord. 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter. 

For what advancement may I hope from the® 

That no revenue haft but thy good (pints 

To feed and death thge ? why (hould the poor be flattered * 

-- NO, 
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Prince of Dcnmarke^ 

No let the candied tongue licke abfurd pompe, 

WkreS may^fol^ fawning : doeft thou hcarc f 
Since my deare foule was Miftris of her choice, 

And could of mendiftinguifohereleaion, 

Sh’ath fcal’d thee for her felfe: for thou haftbin 
Asoneinfuffering all that fufters nothing ; 

A man that fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft ta’n with equall thanks ; and blcft are thofe 
Whofeblood and judgement are fo wellcomedled 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes finger. 

To Ibonci what flop fhe pleale ; give me that man 
That is not paflions Have, and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart of heare, 

Asidoethec. Soinething too much of this { 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes necre the circumftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou feeft that on foot 

Even with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferve my uncle : if his occulted guilt 
Doc not it lelfe unkenncll in one (pcech* 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have lecncj 
And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vuleans ftitby ; give him heedful! note* 

For I mine eyes will rivetto bis fiice. 

And after we will teth our judgements joind 
In cenfure of his feeming. 
i/orrf. Well my Lora, 

Ifa ftealc ought the wbilft this P lay is playing 
And (cape detedf ion, I wi 11 pay the thefo 

Snter Trumpets and Kettle Drums yRini^t 
^s^en,PolomtUyOphelia. 

HamlThty arc comming to the play,I muft be idle, 
^et you a place. 

How fares our Coufin 
Ham. Excellent ifaitb, 

Ofthe Cameleons di£h, I cat the aire, 

Ga 
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The Tragedy o/HamIct 

?W)mife-cram’d,you cannot feed Capons fo. 

JCi»£. I have nothing with this aniwer Hamlet, 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. Noj nor mine now my Lord- 
You plai’doncein theUniverfity you fay. 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounteda good A6lor. 
Ham. What did you enad ? 

Pol. I did enad ynlius (^afar, I was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 
Brutus kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part ofhim to kill lb capicall a calfctherc, 
Be the Players ready? ‘ * 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay upon your patience. 

^er. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham.'^o good mother, here’s metall more attradivc. 
Pol.O\to, doe you marke that ? 

Ham. Lady, fhall I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 

Ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham.l\a.t's a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 

What is my Lord? i 

//Ww. Nothing. 

OpAff/. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham.^hol> 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Jig-maker, what fliould a man doe 
but be merry: forlookeyouhow cheerfully my mother lookes,. 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay, ’tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then lot the divell vveare black, for He have 
a lute of ftbles : O heavens .' dye two months agoe, and not for- 

f Often yet ! then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
is life halfe a yeere ; but berLady a muft build Churches then, or 
clfe fball a fuffer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe,whofe E- 
pitaph is, for O, fear O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

The Trumpets found. Humhejhewfolloteet, 

£nter a Kina and a Queen, the Queene embracing him, and he 
her, he t akes her up, and declines hie head upon her necks , 

him 



frifjee o/Dcnmarke. 

him dome upon a banks of flowers ,Jhe feeing him afleepe, 
him: anon comes in another man, takes offhis Crowne,kijfes it, 
tourespoifon in the fleepers eares, and leaves him : the Queen re- 
turneSifindes the King dead, makes pajfionate a£t ion, the poifoner 
with fame three or four e comes in again, feem to condole with her, 
the dead body is carried away, the poifoner woes the Queene with 
fifts,jhe feemes harf} awhile, but in the end accepts love. 

* ^ Ophel. What meanes this my Lord ? 

Ham- Marry it is munching Malltco, it meanes mifehiefo. 

Ophel. Belike this fhew imports the argument of the Play. 

Ham. We fball know by this fellow. Enter Prologue. 

ThePlayers cannot keepe, they’ll tell all. 

Ophel. Will a tell us what this fhew meant ? 

Ha. I, or any fbew that you will fbew him, be not you afham’d 
to fhew, bee’ll not fbame to tell you what it meanes. 

Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, He marke the Play. 

Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here (looping to your clemency, 

W e begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring ^ 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene. 

^^«»j.Full thirty times hath Cart gone round 
Wv/)t»»f/faltwafh, and Tellus orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fbeene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Unitecommutuallinmoftfacred bands. 

^^.So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fofickcoflate, 

Sofarrefirom cheere,and from your former ftatc. 

That I difiruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

DifeomfortyoumyLord it nothing muft. 

For women feare too much, even as they lov^ 

And womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either nonc^n neither ought, or in extremity, 
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17;? *Tra^edy of Hamlet 

*Now what my love is proofe hath made you know. 
And as my love is ciz’d my teare is ft> : 

W here love is great , the littleft doubts are feare ; 
W here little fears grow great jgreat love grows there. 

JST/wg-.Faith I muft leave thee love, and fliortly tOQ, 
My operant powers their funftions leave to doe, 
And thou {halt live in this faire world behind. 
Honour’d* bclov’d, and haply one as kind 
For husband flialtthou. 

Qitee. O confound the reft ! 

Such love muft needs be trcafon in my breaft. 
Infecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft : 

The inftances that fecond marriage move 
Are bale relpedlsofthriftjbut none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
W hen fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

Ki»g. I do beleeve you thinke what now you lpeak> 
But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

Purpofe is but the Have to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree. 

But fall unfhaken when they mellow be. 

Moft neceflary 'tis that we forget 
T o pay our felves what to our felves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paflion wepropofe. 

The palHon ending doth the purpoie loie j 
The violence of either griefe or joy 
Their owne ena£lures with themfclvesdeftroy; 
Where joy moft revells griefe doth moft lament ; 
Griefe joy, joy griefes,on Header accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange. 

That even our loves ftiould with our fortunes change: 
For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove. 

Whether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great ma^downe, you marke his favourite flics, 
The powe advanc’d makes friends of enemies : 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend. 
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^rifjce of Dcnmarke. 

For who not needsfhall never lacke a friend. 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 

Pire<ftly fealbns him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun. 

Our wills and fates doe fo contrary run, 

That our devices ftill are overthrowne : 

Our thoughts are ours,their endsnone of our owne. 

So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dyethy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Quee. Nor earth to me give food,nor heaven light, 

Sport and repofe locke from me day and night* 

To defperation turne my truft and hope. 

And Anchors cheere in prilbn be my feope. 

Each oppofitethat blankes the face of joy. 

Meet what 1 would have well, and it deftroy ; 

Both here and hence purliie me lading ftrife, ftiould 

If once I be a widow, ever I be a wife. break it now . 

King. ’Tis deeply Iwornc : fweet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dul 1, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with fleepi 
Quee Sleep rocke thy braine^^ 

And never come mifehance betweene us twainc. Exeunt, 

Ham, Madam, how like you this play ? 

f uee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes. 

am. O but Ibee’ll keepe her word. 
iT,«.Hav€ you heard the argument ? is there no offence in*t ? 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft, poilbn in jeft, no offence i’th 
What doe you call the play? (world. 

iTrfa, .7 he Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically.This play is the 
imageofa murtherdonein^/>»K4, ^on^agois the Dukes name, 
Baftifia, yoo fhallfee*anon,’tisaknavilh piece ofwork, 
hut what of that ? your Majeftie and we fliall have free foules, it 
touches us not ; let the galled jade winch, our withers arc un- 
Wrung. This vs ont Luciantu Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lucianm, 

Ofhel. You are as good as a Cherui my Ijyrd, 

1 could interpret betweene you and your lovc 
^Jf I could fee the puppits dallyii^. 

Ofheh- 
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The Tragedy of H amlct 

'Ophel.YoM are keene myLord>you arekeene. 

Ham. It would coft you a groaning to take off mine edge. 

Still better andworfe. 

Ham. So you miftake your husbands. Begin murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the croking raven doth bel- 
low for revenge. 

Z<»<r.Thoughtsblack,hands apt,drugs fit, and time agreeing, 
Confiderate leafon, elie no creature feeing, 

Thou mixture ranke, of midnight weeds colle<51ed. 

With Hecats bane thrice blafled, thrice infe6led, 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On whollbme life ufurps immediately. 

Ham.h poifons him i’th garden for his eftate,his name's 5 ro»« 4 - 
^a,the ftory is extant,and written in very choice Italianjyou (hall 
fee anon how the murtherer gets the love of GonK,aaoes wife. 

Ophel. The King riles. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

Pel. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

P o/. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all but Ham.& Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goeweep. 

The Hart ungalled play, 

For Ibme muft watch whilcft feme muft fleep. 

Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir,and aforreftoffea- 
thers,ifthe reft ofray fortunes turn Turk with me, with provincial 
Roles on my raz’d lhooes,get me a fellowlhip in a city of plaiers ? 

Halfe a fhare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O dcare 

This realme dilmantled was 
O£jove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. 

Hora. You might have rim’d.* 

Ham. O good Herat w,Ile take the Ghofts word for a thoufind 
pound. Didft perceive? 

Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the talke of the poilbijing. 

I did very well note lum. 

Ham. 



Prince of Denmarkel 

Ham. Ah ha, come fome muficke, come the Recorders, 

For if the King likes not the Comedy, 
why then belike he likes knot perdie. 

Come, feme muficke.- a 

Enter Rofencraus and ^uyldenjterne. 

Guyl. Good my Lord vouchfale me a word with you. 

Ham- SirawholeHiftorie. 

The King fir. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

Cujl. Is in his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Ham. With drinkefir ? 

Gnjl. No my Lord, with choler. 

F,iw.Yourwifedomefliouldfliew it felfe more richer to fig- 
oifie this to the Doctor ; for for mee to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choler. 

Cnyl. Good my Lord put your difeourfe into fome frame. 

And flare not 16 wildly upon my affaire. 

Ham. 1 am tame fir, pronounce. 

Guyl. The Queene your mother in moft great afflidlion of Ipi- 
rit,hath fent me to you. 

You are welcome. 

^^/.Nay good myLord,this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
if it lhall pleafe you to make mee a whollbme anfwer , I will doe 
yourmotherscommandement , if not, your pardon andmyrc;; 
turnerhall be the end of thebufinelfe. 

Ham.Sit 1 cannot. 

Js/i What my Lord ? 

Ki.Make you a whollbme anfwer,my wit’s difeas’d,but fir, fech 
anfwer as I can make you fliall command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you lay. 

. : Rof. Then thus fhe faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfullfonne that can fo aftonilh a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 

Rof ^She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you goto bed. 

Ham. W e lliall obey, were fhe ten times our mother } have you 
any further trade with us ? 

Pof. My Lord you once did love me. 

H Ham. 







Tlje Tragedy ©/Hamlet 
And doe ftill by thefe pickers and ftealers« 

Rof. Good my Lord what is your caufeof diftemper? you doc 
fcrely barre the doore upOn your owne liberty ^ if you denv von. 
griefes to your friend. /y^ur 

Ham. Sir I lacke advancement. 

%0f. How can that be, when you have the voice ofthe King him, 
fclfeforyourfucce(Tionin£)ff»«;<?>-i^^? ® 

Enter the P layers with Reorders. 

Ham.l fir, but while the grafle growes ; the proverbe islbme- 
thing mufty : oh the Recorders, let me lee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as if you 
would drive me into a toile.^ ^ 



Gu.O myLorddf my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerlv 

Ha. I do not well underftand that : will you play upon this pipe? 

Gfsyl. My Lord I cannot. * ’ 

I pray you. 

(/fijl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. 1 beleech you. x 

Cfiyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.lt is as eafie as lying ; govern thele ventages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
<Ji fcourfe moft eloquent mufick ; look you,thele are the flops. 

gptyl. But thefe cannot I command to any utterance ofhartno- 
ny, I have not the skill. 

A/rfw. Why look you now how unworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play upon me,you would feeine to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart of my myfterie, you would found 
mee from my loweft note to my compafle, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you make it 
lj^ake,s bloud do you think I am eafier to Be plaid on than a pipe? 
Call mewhatinflrumcntyouwilli though you can fret me, yon 
cannot play upon me. God blefle you fir. . 

Enter Poloniw. 



P ol. My Lord the Queen would Ipeak vvith you, and prefently. 
HalDo you fee yonder cloud that’s almoft in fhape of a camel? 
Pol. By’th mafle and 'tis like a Camell indeed. 

Methinkes itislikea Wczell, 

Pol. It is blacke like a Wezell. 







Prince of Dtt\rX[S.tk£ 

J/ 4 W. Or like a whale. 

Ham wXome to my mother by M by ; 

4CJ«to"hetopofmyb%t.Ivvmcomeby,ndb^^ 

Contagion to the world ; now could I dnnke hot blood. 

And doe (uch bitter bufinefle as the day 

Would quake tolooke on ; foft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy nature ! let not ever 
The foule of Nero enter this firme bolome . 
Ietmebecruell,not unnaturall. 

1 will Ipeake daggers to her, but ufe none. 

My tongue and foule in thisbe hypocrites 5 
How in my words foever (he be Ihent, 

To give tbemfeales never my foule confent. 

Enter KinOyKofencraus^ndGuylaenfterHe- 

Kino. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 

I your Commiflion will forthwith difpatch. 

And he to England fliall along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth hourely grow 
Outofhisbrowes. 

Guy I We will our felves provide ; 

Moft holy and religions feare it is 
T 0 keepe thofe many many bodies (arc 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Ko^. The fingle and peculiar life is bound 
W ith all the ftrength and armour ofthe mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit, upon whole wealedepends and refts 
The lives of many : the cefle ofMajefty 

Dyes not alone, but like a gulfe doth draw i, 

What’sneare it with it : or it is a maflie wheeic, 

Fixt on the Ibmnet of the higheft mount. 
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To whofe huge fpokes ten thoufand .le{rer things 
Are morteift and adjoin’d, which when it falls ^ 
Each feial’l arinexmehr , pettie confequence ^ 
Attends the boiftrous raine, never alone 
Didthe King figh,but a generallgrone. 

X/«^. Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage 
For we will fetters put aboutthis fcare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Hof. We will makehafte. 

Enter PolontHs. 

his mothers clofet. 
Behind the Arras He convay my felfe 

To heare the proceflTeJle warnt Ihee’i tax him home; 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 

Tis meet that Ibme more audience than a mother 
Since nature makes them partiall, lliould ore-heare 
J ne Ipeech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 
lie call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I heare. r 

A:/»^.Thankes dearemy Lord. 

O my offence is rankest finds to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon’t j 
A brothers rnurder ; pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as fliarpe as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrongintent ; 

And like a man to double bufineffe bound 

Iftandinpaufewherellhall firftbegin, 

And both negle«51: : what if this curled hand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the f^eet heavens 
o wain It white as Ihpw ? whereto lerves mercy. 

But to confront the vifige ofoftence ? - 
And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force, 

J q be foreftalled ere we come to fall. 

Or pardon being downe ? then He lookeup : 

My fault IS paft ; but oh ! what formeofprayer 
Oan ferve my turne ? forgive me my fbulc murther ? 
Lhat cannot be,fince I am ftilJ poffeft 
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of thofe affe61s for which I did the murther, 
MvCrowne,mineowne ambition, and my Queene : 
May one be pardoned and retaine th’oftence? 

I 0 the corrupted currents of this world 
Offences guided hand may fbew by juflice. 

And oft ’tis feene the wicked prize it felfe 
Buyes out the Law ; but 'tis not lb above. 

There is no fliuffling, there the adjon lyes 
In his true nature, and we our feivcs compeld 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
Togive in evidence : what then ? what refts ? 

Try what repentance can ; what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one cannot repent ? ^ 

0 wretched date ! Obolbmeblacke as death! 

0 limed foule ! that ftruggling tobefree. 

Art more ingaged ! helpe Angels, make aflay. 

Bow ftukborn knees, and hearts with firings of ftcele 
Be loft as finnewes ofthe new-borne babe. 

All may be well. Enter Hamlets 

Ham^ow might I do it,but now a is praying. 

And now He do’t, aud lb a goes to heaven. 

And lb am I reveng’d ? that would be Icann’d ; 

A villaine kills my father, and for that 

1 his foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 
To heaven; 

Why this is bale and filly, ■>— * not revenge ; 

A tooke my father groflely, full of bread. 

With all his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit Hands who knowes lave heaven ?' 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought , 

Tis heavie with him ; and am Lthen reveng’d 
To take him in the purging of his Ibule, 

When he is fit and fealbned for his paflage ? 

No, 

Kp fivord, and know thou a more horrid henr, 
Whcnheisdrunke.afleep, or in his rage. 

Or in th’inceftuous plealiire ofhis bed, 

.At game, a fwearing, or about fome a^k 



That 
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That has no rellifh of falvation in't. 

Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaveOj 
■And that his Ibule may be as damn’d and blacke 
As hell vvhereto it goes :my mpther ftaycs> 

This Phy licke but prolongs thy fickly dayes. 

King. My words flyc up, my thonghts remaine below, 

W ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. ^^it, 

Enter Gertrard and Polonius. 

Pol. A will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him, 

Tell him his prankes havebin too broad tcljcare with, 

And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. He filence me even here. 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet, 

Ger. He warrant you, fearemenot, 

W ithdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother what’s the matter ? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended; 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

Ger. Come, come, you anfwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham- Goe, goe, you quettion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger, Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter how ^ ' 

Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No by the Rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fb, you are my mother. 
ger. Nay then He fet thole to you that can Ipeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downc, you fball not budge, 
You goe not till I fet you up aglaflc 
Where you may fee the moft part of you. 

What wilt thou doe thou wilt not murder me? 
Helpeho. •' ■ 

What hoe helpe. 

Ham, How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead. 

^o/. O I am flaine. 
g er. Q me, what haft thou done > " 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger, O wliat a rafh and bloody deed is this ! 




frince </Dcnmarke. 

Jim- A bloudy deed, almoft as bad good mother « 

jis kill a King, and marry with his^brother. 

AskillaKing? 

to I Lady, it was my word. 

Thou wretched, rafh, intruding foole farewell, 

1 tooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune. 

Thou findeft robe too bufie is f^me danger. 

Leave wringing of your bands, pcace^lit youdowne. 

And let me wring your heart, for fb I fhall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuffe, ^ 

If damned cuftome have not braz’d it lb. 

That it be proofc and bulwarke againft fenfe. 

ger. WhAt have 1 done, that thou dareft wagg€ thy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

A/4»i.Suchana5f 

That blurres the grace and blufh of modefty. 

Calls vertue hypocrite, takes off the Role 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love. 

And fets a blifter there, makes marriage voweS 
As falle as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body of contraftion pluekesr 
The very fbule , and fweet Religion makes 
Araplbdie of words, heavens face does glow 
Yea this folidity and compound mafle 
With heated vifage, as againft the doomc. 

Is thought-fieke at the a<5f , 

Ay me, what a(ft ? 

Kj.That roares fo loud,and thunders in the Index ; 
looke here upon this pi6furc , and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers j : 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, - 

Hiferions curies, the front o^Jeve himfclfe. 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A ftation like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven-kifling hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 
W here every god did feeme to fet his feale, 

. To give the wosid aflurance of a man. 
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This was youf husband : look you now what follow?, 
Here is your husband, like a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 
Could you on this faire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ? ha ! have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in theblood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
W ould ftep from this to this ? fenfe fore you have, 
EHe could you not have motion ,but fore that fenife 
Is apoplext, for madnelTe would not erfe. 

Nor Icnfe to extafie was ne’er lb thrall’d. 

But it referv’d ibme quantity of choice 
To lerve in foch a difference : What divell was't 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 

Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, Imelling Ians all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not lb mope. Oh fhame ! where is thy blulh ? 

Rebellious hell, 

Ifthoucanftmutinein aMatronsbones 
To flaming youth, let veftue be as waxc 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fhame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge. 

Since froft it felfe as a(Sively doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

O Hamlet Ipeake no more, 

Thou turn’ll my yery eyes into my Ibule, 

And there I lee foch blacke and grieved Ipots 
As will leave there their tin(^. ' • 

Nay but to live ' 

Intherankefiveatofan inceftuousbed. 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty ftye. 

O fpeake to me no more, 

Thele words like daggers enter in mine eares, 

No more fweet 

iiiiw.Amurthererandavillainc, ' 



frince of Denm arkej 

A flave that is not twentieth part the ky th 
Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cut'purfe of the Empire and the rule, 

Thatfiom a Ihelfe the precious diadem Hole, 

And put it in his pocket. Enter GhoSi, 

Bftm. A King of Ihreds and patches. 

Save me and hover ore me with your wings 

You heavenly guards : what would your gracious figure 
Gfr.Alaflehee’smad. 

Ham> Doe you not come your tardie Ibnne to chide. 
That lap’ll in time, and palfion lets goe by 
Th’important afting of your dread command? O lay I 
Chop. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
isbuttowhet thy almoll blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits ; 

0 llepbetweene her and her fighing Ibule 1 
Conceit in weakcll bodies ftrongeft workes, 

Speake to her Hamlet. 

Ham.Bcfft is it with you Lady ? 

Gfr. Alafle how is’t with yon. 

That you doe bend your eye on vacancie. 

And with th’incorporall aire do hold dilcourle? 

Forth at your eyes yoUr fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the fleeping Sonldiers in th’alarme. 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and Hands an end : O gentle Ibnne ! 

Upon the heat and flame of thy dillemper 
Sprinkle coole patience : whereon doe you looke ? 
^<?w.Onhim,on him,look you how pale he gleres. 
His forme and caule conjoin’d, preaching to ftones 
W ould make them capable j doe not look upon me. 
Left with this piteous a<Hion you convert 
Hy fterne eflFc(fl:s ; then what I have to doe 
W ill want true colopr, teares perchance for blood. 
Gtfr.Towhonjdpeyou^cakethis? - 

Doe you fee nothing there ? : : 

^er. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 




TheTra^edy 6f\^a.m\ct 

Ger- No nothing bilt our felves. 

Ham. Why lookc you there, looke how it fteales away, 

My father in his habit as he liv’d, 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. Exit Ghofi, 
Ger. This is the very coynage of your braine. 

This bodileffe creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham. My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep titnci 
And makes as healthfull mufick : it is notmadneife 
That I have uttred, bring me to the teft. 

And I the matter will re-word, which madnefle 
W ould gambole from . Mother, for love of grace 
lay not this flattering un£fion to your (bule, 

That not your trelpafle but my madnefle fpeakesj 
It will but skin and filme the ulcerous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
Infedf s unlcene : confefle your felfe to heaven, 

Repent what’s paft, avoid what is to come. 

And doe not Ipread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue. 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
V ertue it felfe of vice muft pardon begge, 

Yea courb and wooe tor leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet, thou haft cleft my heart in twainc* 

Ham. O throw away the worler part ofic. 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goc not to my uncles bed, 

Afliime a vertue if you have it not. 

That monfler aiftome,who all fenfe doth cat. 

Of habits divell, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the ufeofadf ions faire and good 
He likewife .gives a frockeor Livery 
That aptly is put on : refrain to night. 

And that lliall lend a kinde of eafinefle 

To the next abflincnce, the next more eafre ; ■ 

For ufe almoft can change the flampe of nature. 

And mafter the Divell, or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once more good(nighr, 

And when you are defirous tobe blcft 




Prince of Denmarkc; 



Ileblcffingbeg of you : for this fame Lord 
I doe repent, but heaven hath pleas d it to. 

To punifh me with this, and this with me. 

That I muft be their feourge and minifter ; 

Iwillbeftow him, and will anfwer well 
The death I gave him ; to againe good night. 

Imnftbecruellonelytobekinde, 

Thus bad begins, and worle remaincs behind. 

One word more good Lady. 

(7^r.WhatfhallIdoe? 

HamiZot this by no meanes that Ibid you doe, 
let the blowt King tempt you to bed againe, 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke^call you his Moufe, 

And let him for a paire of rcechy kifles. 

Or padling in your necke with his damn’d fingers. 
Make you to ravell all this matter out, 

That I cfl'entia lly am not in madnefle. 

But mad in craft ; 'twere good you let him know. 

For who that’s but Queen, fairc,fober, wife. 

Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doc lb ? 
No, in de(j?ight of fenfe and fecrecie 
Unpeg the basket on the houfes top, 
let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

A To try conclufions in the basket creepe, 

F And Dreake your owne necke downe. 

Gfr.Bethou aflur'd ifwords be madeofbrcatb, 

I And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 

What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 

^er. Alacke I had forgot, 

Tis (b concluded on. 

H<j.There’s letters feal’d,i& my twofehool-fellowsi 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d. 

They bearc the mandate,thcy muft Ivvcep my way, 
And marfhall me to knavery ; let it worke. 

For ’tis the fport, to have the Enginer 
Hoift with his owne pciar ,an’t lhall goe hard 

la 
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But T will delve one yard below their Mines, 

And blow them at the Moone : O ’tis moft Iweec 
W hen in one line two crafts diredly meet-. 

This man fhallfet me packing, 

lie lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfeller 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecrer, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft foolifh prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you. 

G ood night mother. Exit. 

Enter King and Queen^ixiith RefcKcraw 
and Gttyldenfierhe. 

AT/wj'. There’s matter in thele figbes,thefe profound heaves. 
You muft tranflate,’tis fit we underftand them ; 

W here i s your fonne ? 

Cert. Beftow this place on us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I foene to night ? 

King. W hat Gertrard, how does Hamlet ? 

(jfr.Mad as the lea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mightier in his lawlefiTe fit , 

Behind the Arras hearing Ibmething ftir. 

Whips out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainiflh apprehenfion kills 
The unfeene good old man- 
heaviedeed! 

It had been lb with us had we been there. 

His liberty is full of threats to all. 

To you your felfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how lhall this bloody deed be anlwered ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept ftiort,reftrain’d, and out of haunt 
This mad young man : but lb much was our love 
W e vyould not underftaftd what was moft fit. 

But like the owner ofa foule difoafe. 

To kecpit fromdivulging, let it feed. 

Even onthepithoflife : whereis heigone? 

Cert. To *aw apart the body he hath kill'd. 

Ore whan fais very ntidnefle, likefomc Ore 



frmce o/Dcnmarke. 

Afflonga minerall ofmetall bale, 

Shewes it felfe pure, a weeps for what is done. 

Ki/fg. Gertrard com e away. 

The Sunne no Iboner lhall the mountaines touch 

Blit we will Ihip him hence, 'and this vile deed 

We muft with all our Majeftie and skill Enter Rof.& Gftjld. 

Both countenance and excufe. Ho Guyldenfierne, 

Friends both, goe joine with you fome further aide, 

Hamlet in madnefle bath Eolonius ftaine. 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him ; 

Goefeeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body 
Into the Chappell ; I pray you haft in this : 

Come Gertrardy wee’ll call up our wifeft friends. 

And let them know both what we meane to doe. 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whofe whilper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As levell as the Cannon to his blanke 
Tranfports his poylbned fhot, may mifle our name. 

And hit the woundlefle aire : O come away. 

My Ibuleisfullofdilcordand difmay. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, RofencratUy and others. 

Hii.Safely flow’d : but fbftly,what noile ? who calls on Hamlet?: 
0 here they come. 

Rof. What have you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

^o/.Telluswhere’tis,thatwe may takeit thence. 

And beare it to the Chappell.* 

Hrfw.Doenot beleeveit. 

A»y^Beleevewhat ?. 

H*w.That I can keepe your connlell and not mine owne; be- 
lldes , to bee demanded of a fpunge , what replication fliould bee 
made by the Ibnne of a King ? 

Ao/iTakcyoumeforafpunge my Lord i 

Ifir, chat fokes up the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities :butfuch Officers doe the King beft lervice intheend, 
he keeps them like an apple in the comer of his jaw, fi rft mouth'd 
to be laft fwallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
hut fqueefing you, and fpunge you ftiall be dry againe. 

/ 3 Rof. 
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Ref. 1 nnderftand you not my Lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it ; a knavifli fpecch fleeps In a foolifh eare.'l 

Rof. My Lord you muft tell us where the body is, and goc with 
us to the King. 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is hot]with the 
body : the King is a thing. 

A thing my Lord ? 

tiam. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exennt, 

Enter King and two or three.. 

King. I have lent to feek him, and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofc ? 

Yet muft we not put the firong law on him, 

Hee's lov’d of the diftrafted multitude. 

Who like notin their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where ’tis lb, th’offenders Icourge is waigh’df. 

But never the offence : to beare all fmooth and even. 

This fudden lending him away muft feeme 
Deliberate paufe ; difeales deaerate growne 
By delperate appliance are reliev’d. 

Or not at all. 

Enter Rofencraue, and all the reft, 

KingM.O'e^ now ? what hath befallen ? 

Ref. Where the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
jW e cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Ref Without my Lord, guarded to know yourplealure.' 

Bring him before us. 

Rof Hojbring in the Lord. Tt>ej enter. 

King. Now Hamlet , where’s folonitu f 

Ham. At (upper. 

At fupper ? where ? 

Ha. Not where he cats, but where he is eaten, a certain convo* 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our felves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean ^ggar is but 
variable lervice,t wo di llies but to one table, that’s the end. 

..King.AhSynhsl . , 

Ham, A man may fifti with the worme that hath eat of a King* 

cat 



prince o/Denmarke. 

eat of the fifo thathath fed ofthat worme. 

Kipf. What doeft thou meane by this ? 
iJow.Nothing but to Ihew you how a King may goe a pro- 
grelTethroughthe guts ofa beggar. 

Where is ^ ju- 

Ham.ln heaven , fend thither to lee,if your melfenffer find bun 
not there, feekc him i’th other place your felfe : but indeed it you 
find him not within this moncth,you lhall nofe him as you go up 

the llaires into the Lobby. 

King, ^oe feeke him there. 
jT^jw.Awill flay till youcome. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine elpeciall fafcty. 

Which we doe tender, as we dearly grieve 

For that which thou haft done, muft lend thee hence ; 

Therefore prepare thy felfe, 

TheBarke is ready* and the winde at helpe, 

Th’aflbciatestend, and every thing is bent 
Voi Sngland. , 

Ham. For England ? 

King.l Hamlet, 

Ham.Cood. 

King. So is it if thou knew’ft our purpoleS. 

Ham. Hee a Cherub that fees them : but come, for England f 
Farewell deare mother. 

Thy loving fethcr Hamlet. 

Ham, My mother, father and mother is man and wifo 
Man and wife is one fiefli, and lb my mother. 

Come, for England, Exit , 

King. Follow him at foot. 

Tempt him with fpecd aboard. 

Delay it not, Jle have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is leal’d and done 
That elfe leanes on the affaire ; pray you make hafte : 

And England, if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fcnfe; 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danifh fword , and thy free awe 
■ Taics homage to us^ thou maift not coldly fee 
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Our Soveraigne procefl’e, which imports at full 

By letters congfuing to that eftedl 

The prefent death Of doe it England, 

For like the Hedlickc in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me : till I know *tis done. 

How ere my haps, my joyes will nere begin. . 

Enter Fortinhufe with his Army over the Statre 

T.u ^ ine-from me greet the Danitli 

Tell him that by hjs licence Eortinbrajfe 
Craves the conveyance of a promise march 
Over his kingdome ; you know the rendezvous, 

ilr n , would ought With us 

W e ftall exprefle our duty in his eye. 

And let him know fo. ^ 

I will doe’t my Lord,- 

Fortin, Goe (dfcly on. 

Ham.Good fir whofe powers are thefe ? 

^p. They are of Norway fir. 

How propos’d fir I pray you? 

^p- Againft fome part o£ Poland. 

■Ham. Who commands them fir ? 

Cy. The Nephew ofold Norway, Fortinbrafe. 

Op. Truely . to Ipeake, and With no addition, 

S ^ ® ofground 

That hath in it no profit but the name, 

Noftt^n farmcit, 

Norvvillit yceld to Norway or the Pole 

A r^ker rate, Ihould it be fold infec. ‘ 

Why then the />^//4c^neve^ 

Op. Nay as afready garrilbnd. 

XAtm *** foulesand aoooo.duckets 

Will not debate the queftion of thiis ryaw’f ^ 

This IS th impoftume of much: wealth and peacci 
wh*” b^kes and Ibewes no caiife without 

y the man dyes’, I humbly thanks you fir* 





Prince of , Denmarkc, . 

£’ 4 p. God buyyour (V; V' . ■ 

Rof. Wil’t pleafe you goe qiy.tprd,? : -ji y} ion i , , 

He be with you ftraightjgoea-littlebcforc*- 
Howalloccafionsdoe infqrrae againft me, ' ^ : 

And fpur my dull revenge ? W hat isjj man, • : , ■ 1 1 . 1 vV >'■' S' 
If his chiefs good, and market ^of tiirie 

Bebuttdfleepe andfeed ?. abeaftynomore,-./. {iv-r; ^ 

Sure he that made us with fuch large difcourfe. 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like reafon ■ ; 

To fhftin us unus’d: npwvsihether it bq 
Beftiall oblivion, or Ibmeeraven'fefuple 
Of thinking too precildy on th’ 

A thought which quarterd hath but one partwildom. 

And ever three parts coward :,Idoq not know ;; 

Whyyet.I,live.toXay this/bing’s to doe, ; : ; ; - • ■- . 

Sitli Tnavc cauie, and will, and.rtrengthjand meanes 
Todpe’t'iexamplesgrofleasearthexhortme, , 

W itriefle th is army of liich mafle and-dharge, ■ v • 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, : ■ : . ■ 

Whole Ipirit with divine ambition phftiri ; - - i ‘-y 

Makes mouthes attheinvifibleey^t,: ;j : . i ji?- ■ 
Expofing what is mortall andunjiicej; i ' ' V:’- 
To all tMtibrtuhedeaA, and danger dar^^ . ; ;1.-; 

IsriotfO’ftijf'widjpUtgr^^ :• ' - I 

But greatly to dinde quarrel! inaftraw, ' 

When honour’s at the ftake. How, ftand I then, . 
ThathaveafatherJtiU’d,ampcherfl|iiny, ; ■ 
Ekieements,pjf^yjr^a^na^ rnyfelowdi; ; • f ■ 

And let all fteep, while to my fhame Hee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand meiii 
That for a fantafie and fficke,offam.e • : 

Goe to their graves like beds ,fighpfor a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannqty try the caufe, i ' • 

Which is not tombeenoi^h and continent . . ' ' 

Tohide theTlaine? O from this rime forth, 

% thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. SxiP, 

K 



Enter 
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Enter Hor4tio,Gtrtr4rd,AniaGeHtlem4nl '‘~ 

I will not Ipeake with her. 

She is impottunate, > 

Indeed diftraft, her mood will needs be pittied. 

<2»te. W hat would Ihe have ? 

. She (peakes much of her father , fayes fhe heares 

There’s trickesi’eh world, and hems, and beats her heart, i 

Spumes envioufly at flrawes, Ipeakes things in doubt 
That carry but halfe (enfe, her fpeech is nothing, 

Yet the unfliaped ufe ofit doth move 
The hearers to colle61ion, they yawne at it, 

And botch the words up fit to their awne thoughts, 

^\mich as winkes,and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought, ■ 
Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. 

Hor4. Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for Ihe may flrew 
Dangerous conjedurcs in ill-breeding minds, 
icc her come in 

« To my heke Ibule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amiffei 
*' So full of artleflejealoufie is guilt, 

“ It fpills it lelfe in fearing to belpilt. 

Opbe/. Where is the beauteons majefty ofOenmArke ? 

^nee H^ now 0pheli4? shefwes. 

Ophel. How fliould I your true love know from another one? 

By his cockle hat and ftaffe,andfeiy his fendall fhoona 

Quee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this fong ? 

OpM. Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Sene, 
At his head a grafle-greene turfe, at his heeles a done. 

O no. V. I : 

^ee.t^zyhm Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. W hite bis flirowd as the mountainlhoff* 
Enter Ktng. 

Alas, looke here my Lord. 

O^i-^'^^-I'ardcd all with fweet flowers. Song* 

Which bev’Vgept to the ground did not goe> 




Prince of Dcnmarke^ 

How doe you pretty Lady^ « i 

Well, good dild you, they lay theOwlewJSftBakers 
daughter : Lord , we know what wee are, but know not what wee 
maybe, ^od be at your table. 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Ophel. Pray let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you 
whaf it meanes,fay you this. 

To morrow is day, Seng, 

Allin the morningbetime, 

And I a maid at your window 
'lohtyOQt Valentine. 

Then up he rdfe,and dond his clothes, and dupt the chamber doof, 
Let in the maid, that out a maide, never departed more. 
King.Vtttty Ophelia, ^ 

ophel. Indeed, without an oath, lie make an end on’t* 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fhame, 

Young men will doe’t if they come to*t, 
by cocke they are to blame. 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me you promis’d me to wed. 

(He anfwers .) So fliould I a done, by yonder fun 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath flie been thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be patient : but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother fliall know ofit, & fb I thank you for your good counfcll. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I ptay you. 

Q this is the poyfbn of deep griefe , itlprings all from her faihprs 
death : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

W hp fbrrowes come they come not Angle fpies. 

But in battalians : flrft,her father flaine. 

Next, your fbnnegone, and he moftviolent author 
Of his owne juft remove > the people muddied, 

Thickeand unwhollbmein thoughts and whifpers 
Forgood?o/«>»,‘«/ death, & we have done but greenly 
Jn nugger mugger to interre him ; poore Ophelia 

K 3 Divi- 
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Divided from her felfe and her (airdjudgementj^ 

W ichouf Vvhicb'we'iif el but piAiiresj or rneere beafls. . 

Laftiandas'rnuchcohtainingasalL'thefe,. ' 

Her brother is in fecret come from '■ ... 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfeife. in cIouds> . : ■ . j .. /,'' 
And' wants nbrbuzzersbp irife6bhis«are . r. , U' j . i 
With peftilent ^eeches ofhis fathers deiatfay { T-- ‘ f: .s ' " 

Wherein neceflity of matter beggerd ■ - > • • • ' ' 

Will nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne ■ • ' 

In eare andeare: O my deare ^ertrardyxhis, Trr; ^ a; i; i, 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places . *A\n\v>\ ; T 
Gives me fuperfliiousdeath. ' ’ . 

Enter Mejfenger-^. 

iT^'wg'.Attendjwherearemy Swiflers ? let them guard the d<)or,. 
Whatis thernattcr? . ' - ^ 

Save your lelfe my Lord, ; ’ . 

The Ocean over-peering of his lift ^ a 

Bates not the flats with more impetuous hafte ' 

Than young in a riotou s head 
Gre-beares your Officers ;the rabble call him Lord,. ,• 

And as the world were now but to begin, 1 . ■ 

Antiquity forgOt, cuftome not knovvne, 

The ratifiers and props of every word, 

Theycrychulewe L,3(?rftfxtODeKingj ' ' 

Caps, hands, and tongues applaud it to the clouds, . 
fliall be King, King- 

jC «f.How ch eerful ly on th&falfe traile th ey cry, A noife mthm. 
O this is counter you falfe Danifh dogges- , 

Enter Laertes with others- 
King. The doores are broke. 

Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 
etAlL No let’s come in. 

Laer. T pray you give meleave; . 
exf //. W e vvil 1, we wi 1 1 . 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Giveme my father. 

Calmely good 

■ Liaer, Th at drop of blood that’^ calme proclaimes me baftar4 

Cries- 




Wince o/Dcnmarke. 

Tries Cuckoldto my father, brands the Harlot 
Even here between the chaftunfmerehedbrow 
Ofmy true mother. . , 

X/iy-WhatisthecaufeA^erw • 

Thatthyrebellion lookes fo Giant-Iike ? 

Lethim goe GertrardAot notfeareour perloh. 

There’s fuch divinity doth hedge a King, 

That treafon can but peepe to what it would* 

Afts little ofhis will : tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus incens’t : let hrm goe Gertrard , , 

Speakeman. 

. X^er- Where IS my father? 

King.DtA. 

Que e. But nothy him. 

ZxW. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be jggled with; 

To hell allegeancCj vowes to the blackcft Divellj 

Gonfcience and grace to the profoundeft pit* 

I dare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
let come w|iat comes, onely lie be reveng d 
Moftthroughly for my father. ' . 

King.Who (ball flay you ? 

Laer. My will* not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes, lie husband them fo well 

They fhall goe farre with little. 

King. Good Laertes, if you defjr^ to know the certainty, 
Ofyour deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That foop-ftake, you will draw both friend and foe, 

Winner and lofer? 

Z-dfr.Nonebut his enemies. 

KxW-. Will you know them then ? 

Laer, To his good friends thus wide He ope my arraes* 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
Repaft them with my blood. 

King. W hy now you fpeake 
Like- t*rn^ ( 






a good childc, and a true Gentleman. 
That I am guiltlefle of your fathers death, 

K-.j . 
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And am moft (enfible in griefe for it) 

It lliallas levell to your judgement peare 

As day does to your eye. Anoifewithin, 

E»ter Ophelia, 

Laer. Let her come in. 

How now ? what noife is that ? 

O heat dry up my braines, teares feven times lalt 
Burne out the fenle and vertue of mine eye : 

By heaven thy madnefle fhallbe paid with waighc 
Till our fcale turne the beame. O Rofeof May ! 

Deare maid, kind fitter , fweet Ophelia ! 

O heavens ! is’t poflible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life ! 

Ophel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Becre, Sen£ 

And in his grave rain’d many a teare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadtt thou thy witsj and didft perlwade revetwe 
It could not move thus. 

You mutt fing a downC) a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomes if) 

It is the falfe Reward that ttole his Matters ’daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

There’s Rofemaryj that’s for remembrance) pray you 
love remember, and there’s Fancies, that’s for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fennillfor you» and Columbines) there’s Rewfot 
you , and here’s fome for mee , wee may Vail it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may weare your Rew with a difference; there’s a 
Dafie : I would give you ibme VioletS) but they witherd all when 
my father died ; they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fwcet Robin is all my joy. 

Thoughts and afflidlions, paffion, hell it felfe 
She turnes to favour and to prettinefle. 

Ophel. And will a not come againe, Se»g- 

And will a not come againe) 

No, no, he is dead) goe to thy death bed. 

He never will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fhow, 



Flaxen 



Trince of Dcnmarkc, 

Flaxen was his pole. 

He is gone, he is gone, and we caft away moane,' 

God a mercy on his foule, and all Chrittian Ibules. 
god buy you. 

Laer. Doe you this O God ? 

King. Laertes I mutt commune with your griefe, 

Or you deny me right ; goe but a part. 

Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you will. 

And they fhall heare and judge ’twixt you and me. 

If by direct or by collateral! hand 

They finde us touchr.we will our kingdome give, 

Oor Growne, our life, and all that we call ours 
To you in fatisfe<Sfion ; but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience ’to us. 

And we fhall jointly laTOur with your fbule 
To give it due content. 

Let this be lb. 

His mcanes of death, his obfcurc funerall. 

No Trophey, fword, nor Hatchment ore his bonesi 

No noble right, nor fbrmall oftentation 

Cry to be heard as ’twere from earth to heaven. 

That I mutt call’t in quettion. 

King.%0 you fhall. 

And where th’offence is let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt- 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Sea*faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you, 
Afb>*4.Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. EnterSajlersl 

Saj. God blefle you fir. 

•ff«r4.Lcthimbleffe theetooj 

Saj. A fhall fir aif t pleafe him. There’s a letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embafladour that was bound for England, if your 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. Horatio thou fhalt have ovcr-look't this, give thefe 

fcllowcs Ibme meanes to the King,they have Letter sfw him. Ere 

wee 
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we were two dayes old at Tea , aPirat of ve^y warlike appo^ntii 
mcnt gave us chafe.Findingour felves too flow ofiaile, weputoul 
a compelled valpurjaiid inthe grapple I boarded them : in the in-i 
ftant they got cleere of our fhip, lb I alone became their prifoner. 

They have dealt with meliketheGyies ofmercy, but they knew 
what they did ; lam todo a ttune for them.LettheKinghavethe 
Letters I have lent, and repaire thou to me with as much Ipeed as 
thou wouldft flye death. I have words to fpeake in thine eare will 
make thee dumbe, yet aie they much too light for the bord of the 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, Rofen. 
cram and GnyldenBerne hold their eoiirfe for EngUndjohhtva. I 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So thatthoukmvfefithine, 

, Hamlet, 

Hora Come, I will make yon way for thefe your LetterSi 
Anddoe’tthelpeedierthatyou’may dire£l me: ' . 

To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt,' 

Enter King and . Eaertes, • 

Now muft your confcience my acquittance l^lc, : 

And you muft put me in your heart for 'friend,- 
Sith you have he3rd,and with a knowing eare, ' r;: ,ri 
That he which hath your noble father flaine ' ' i 

Purfued my life. . 

Z«?ifr.ltwellappeare5 ; but tell me. . . i .' 

Why you proceed not againft theie feates rl h a- • •_ '{t v; ; 

So criminall and capitall :ih nature,. • 

As by yqurfafety,greatne{re>wil3ome,all things elfc»- -■ • ' 

You mainly were-ftirr’d up. ' • • ’ ^ 

Ofortwolpeciallrealbns, : J 

W hich may to you perhaps feem much unfinncw-di • ''f'-' ; 

But yet to me tha’re ftrong'; the Queen his mother r 
Livesalmoftbyhislookes,andformy ielfe, ’ ' 

My vertueormyplague,beit either which, 
Sheisfbconclivetomy lifeandlbule, f , • 

That.ascheftarrcmpvesnotbutinhisSphere,'- 
IcouIdnotbutbyherrtheothermDtive''- 
Why to a publike count I might hot goe. 

Is the great love the gcnerall gender beare him, 




0/ Denmark e. * . C 

who dipping all his faults in their affe61ion, ■ 

Workelike the Spring that turneth wood toftonCy 
Convert his gyves to graces, lb that my arrowes . 

Too {lightly timbered for lb loved armes, 

Would have reverted to my bow againe, 

But not where I have aim’d them. 

l,aer> And ib I have a noble father loft, 

A filler driven into delperafe tearmes. 

Whole worth, if prai fes may goe backe again. 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfeftions : but my revenge will come. 

Eing‘ Breake not your fleeps for that, you muft not thinks 
That we are made of ftuffc fo flat and dull, 

That we can let our beards be fliooke with danger, 
i^nd thinke it paftime : you ftiortly fliall heare more. 

I lov’d your father, and we love our lelfe, ; 

And that I hope willteach you to imagine. 

Enter a d^effenger with L etters. 

Thefe to your Majcfty, this to the Queen. 

King. From Hamlet ? who brought them ? 

Sailers my Lord they lay, Flaw them not. 

They were given me by he received them ^ 

Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes you fhall hfiare them : leave us. 
Highandmighty,yothfhalIknow lam fet naked on youc King- 
dome :to morrow ftiafl lbeg leave to iee your Kingly eyes, when 
I lhall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount the occafion of 
my fudden retgme.:,/; 

What fhould this meane ? are all the reft come backe ? 

Or is it fome abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King.'Ji^Hamlets Naked! 

And in a poft-feript herehe fries alone. 

Can you devife me ? 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord ; but let him come, 
frwarmes the very .ficknefte in my heart, 

1 hat I live,and tell him to his teeth. 

Thus didft thou. 

L King* 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

X»H^,Vithc(o L/iertes, 

As how fliould it be fo, how otherwife, 

,W ill you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lofdj (b you will not ore-rule me to a peace/ 
. Ar/«g'.To thine own peace: ifhebe now returned 
As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 

Under the which he (Tiall not chufe but fall, - 
And for his death no wind of blame Iballbreathe, 

But even his mother (hall uncharge the pradlice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord 1 will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it lb 
That [ might be the Organ. 

It falls right : 

You have bin talkt of (ince your travell much. 

And that in Hamlets hearing, for a quality 
W herein they (ay you (hine ; your (iimme of parts 
Did not together plucke luch envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the un.vorthieft (t^e. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

Kiftg. A very riband in the cap of youth^ 

Yet needfull too, for youth no leflfe becomes 
The light and carclelTe livery that it weares. 

Than fetled age his (ables, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefle : two months (ince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 

I have feene my (elfe,and (erv’d againlt the French, 

And they can well on hor(e-backe ; but this Galldnc 
Had wtrch-craftin’t,hegrew unto his (eat. 

And to (itch wondrous doing brought his horle 
As he had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 
With thebrave beaft ; (b farre he toot my thought> 

'That I i n forgery of (lhapes and trickcs 
Como fhort of what he did. 

Laetth Norman was’e ? 
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frine'e o/Dcntn 

A Norman^ 

Jjaer. Upon my lire Lamord- 
rw. The very fame. 

Latr.\ know him well, he is the brooch indeed* 

And gemme of all the Nation. 

J^ng. He made confeflion of you, 

And gave you fuch a mafterly report 
Forartandexercifein your defence, 

Andfor your Rapier moft efpeciall. 

That he cry’d out, ’twould be a light indeed 

If one could match you ; the Scrimers of their nation 

Hefworchad neither motion, guard, nor eyo^ 

Ifyou oppos’d them : fir this report of his 
Did Hamlet lb envenome with his envie. 

That he could nothing doe,but wilh and be^C 
Yourfudden commingore to play with you. 

Now out of this. 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? . 

King. Laertes,\NZs your father dearetoyou? 

Orare you like the painting of a Ibrrow, 

A face without a heart ? 

Laer . W hy aske you this ?' 

Jfw^.Not that I think you did not love your KtheTi 
But that I know loveTs begun by time. 

And that I (ce in paflages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the Iparke and fire of it ; 

There lives within the very flame of love 
A Ifindc of wieke orfnuftethat will abateit/ 

And nothing is at a like goodnefle (fill j 
Forgondnelfe growingro a pleurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that wewould doe, 

W e fliouId doe when we would : for this iVould changes. 
And hath abatements and delayes as many 
As there are tongues, are bands, are accidents. 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh. 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 
comes backe, what would you undertake 
To (hew your lelfe indeed your fathers (bnne 

L 2 
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More than in words ? 

To cut his throat i’th Chutch. ' 

place indeed fhould murder fanftuarizej » ^ 

Revenge fhould have no bounds : but good Laertes 
Will you doe this ? keep dole within your chamber, 
ffamUnemm’d (ball know you areeome home, 

W ee J1 put on thoie (hall praile your excellence. 

And fet a double varnilh on the lame 
htFrenchman gave you, bring you in fine together. 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remifle, 

Moft generous, and free from a 11 contriving, 

Will not perule the fpiles , lb that with eafe. 

Or with a little Ihiiffling, you may chufe 

A 1 word unbated, and in a pace of pradice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will doe’tj , , . 

And for the purpofe lie abnoint my fivord : 

1 bought anundionof a Mountebanke 

Colleded from all Simples that have vertue 

Under the Moone, can fave the thing from death . 

“ly point 

Withthiscontagiotf,that.ifIgaIihimfleightlyitmaybed^ 
/C^. Lets further thinkeofthis, ^ ^ ^ 

eigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 
Mayfitusroourfoapeifthislhouldfaile,,. ■ 

And that our drift look through our bad performance 

Therefore this projedt 
T? i," fecondjthat might hold 

Ifthis did blaft in proofe ; fpft^ 

Wee 11 make afplemnevvager on your cunnings,: ' ' ' 

I hav c, when in your motion you are hot and dry. 

As makeyour bouts more violent to that end, 

A pahee for thenonce, whereon but lipping, ^ ^ , 

^ ne by chance efcape your venomytucke,^ • v-o : . • ^ 
OHrpurpofemayhoJdtheref But.ftay.whacnoire? ^ ■ - - 




' Prince of Denmarkc. , 

. . ~ EHter O^eeHeij v.'. «.> -*■. ■ f , t 

" ^~ie. One woe doth tread upon ^npthetis heele, . . 

Sc faft they follow : your lifter’s drown’d Laertes, 
laer. Drown’d 1 O where? 

^ee. There is a willow growes alcaunt thebroofc 
.■yh^lhewes his hoarie leaves in the glalfie ftreame. 

Therewith fantafticke garlands did Ihe make 
pf Crow-flowers, Nettles, Dalies,'and longPurpleSj 
That liberall fhepheards give a grofler name. 

But our culcold maids do dead mens fingers call the; 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weeds 
Clambringtohang, an envious Ihiver broke, 

When downe her weedy tropheys and her felfe 
Fell in the weeping brooke , her clothes Ipred widC; 
AndMermaid-hke awbiletheybore herup, 

Which time Ihe chanted fnatches of old laudsn 
As one incapable of her owne diftrefle. 

Or like a creature native and indued . 

Unto that element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments heavie with their drinke 
Puld the poore wench ftom bpr melodious lay 
r To miuddy death, " ^ ; 

Alafle then is fhe drown’d? , 

Quee. Drown’d, drown’d. . 

£4?r.Too much ofwater haft thou popreO^A^Z/Wj, . ; , 

And therefore I forbid my tearfcs 5 but yet,; -r','- 

It is out; tricke, nature hercuftpme holds, ' :• 

Let lhame fay what it will ; when thele are gonp i 
The woman will be out. Adieu my Lord, 

, Ihayea;lpeechafiretbat-6inevypuldbiafe, , . ? 

Butthatthisfollydrownesits :o;': 

; JC^.Xefs follovy ^^^ : ' •’ ' — • . ; ■ ■- 

HowmuchihadtodoetocaimehisrageT- 
Now feare 1 this will give it ftart againe. 

Therefore let’s follow. if .rLsCfUnt*]', 

Enter Wo - J-j 

r C/ ow. Is flie to be buried in Qhriftiaii burMltiwhcn fliC Wilful- 
lyfeckcs her bwne falvation? " . 

Z 3 Othe. 
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Itellthccftiec is,therefore make her grave ftraight,tli« 

Crowner hath fate on her, and finds it Cfariftian buriall. 

Clow. How can that be,unlelTe he drown’d her felfe in her own 
defence ? ^ 

Oth. Why ’tis found fo* 

Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be elfe ; for here llesthe 
oint, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an aeft , and an aft 
lath three branches, it is to a6f,todoe,to performe,orall}ihec 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. 

. Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clow. Give me leave, here lyes the water ;good .here ftands the 
man, good, if the man goe to this water and drowne himfelfe,iti$ 
will he nill he; he goes, marke you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himlelfe ; argali heethatis 
not guilty of his owne death fhortens not his ownc life. 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. I marry is’t, Crowners queft law, 

Oth, Will you ha the truth ant’ t^f this had not been a Gentle* 
woman fhe fhould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

C/o»’. W hy there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them* 
fclves, more than their even Chriften : Come my fpade,therc is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profeffion. 

Was he a Gentleman ? 

C/ow>. A was the firft that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anlwercft mee not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfe. 

Oth. Gooto. 

Clow. W hat is hee that builds ftronger than either the Mafon, 
the Shipwright,or the Carpenter 
Oth. "The. gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thouland tenants. 
Clo. 1 like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes does welljbut 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now thou doeft 
ill to fay thegallov'ies is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
gallowes may doewelltothee. 'To‘tagaine,come. . 

Oth. Who builds ftronger than a Malbn , a Shipwright, or a 
Carpenter? 
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(Prince of Denmaxkel 

/•/■«. T, tell me that and unyoke. I.. 

OrA. Marry now I can tell. 

Clow. To’t. 

c£icvKlgel thy brains no more about it,l6r your dull afle wil 
mend his pace with beating.& when y. -u are askt this queftio 
next fav a grave-maker, the houfes he makes laft till Doomefday. 
Goe get thee in, and fetch me a foope of liquor. 

In youth when 1 did love did love, 

Me thought it was very fweet 
To contradf O the time for a my behove, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his bufinefle ? a fings in 

^ Htr. Cuftome hath made it in him a property of eafi^ffe. 

cen fo, the hand of little emploiment hath the damtier 
flow.Mt age with his ftealing fteps Seng . Clinic, 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath fhipped me into the land, 

as ifl had never bin fuch. 

Jfrfiw.That skull had a tongue in it, and could fing once, how the 
knave jowlesit to theground , as if ’twere C 4 /»/ jaw-bone, thM 
did the firft murther : this might be the pate of a Polititian which 
this afle now ore-reaches, one that would circumvent God»might 
it not ? 

ifcr^.Ttmightmy Lord. ^ ^ 

Ham. Or o? a Courtier , which could fay , Good morrow my 
Lord,how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my Lord fuch 
a one , that prailed my Lord fuch a ones horfe when a meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

ImyLord. , j, , 

Jfa.Why eenfb,and now my Lady worms Choples,and knockc 
about themazet with a Sextens fpade ; here’s fine revolution and 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggits with them ? mine ake to think on c. 
Clew. A pickax an^ a fpade a fpade, 
foranda fhrowdingfbeet, 

o 
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O a pit of clay for to be made •5-i' • v 
forfuchaguolt ismeet. 

H^.There’s another, why may not that be the skull of a taw’iet > 
where be ,his quiddities now, his quilli'ties, his cafes, his tenures 
and his tricks ? why does he fuffer this mad knav_e now to knoclce 
him about the fcorice with a dirty flrovyll, and will notteilhiniof 
his a6tions of batteryPhum : this fellow might be in’s time a great 
buyer of land ,with his ftatutes , his recognilances ,his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoveries , to have his fine pate ful I of fine 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchales and dou- 
bles, than the length and bredth of a pairc of Indentures ? the ve- 
ry conveiances of Jhis land will fcarcdy ly e in this boxe, and muft 
th ’inheritor himfelfe liave no more ? ha ? 

NotajOtmoremyLord- ' ' . 

not parchment made of Iheep-skins ? 
/ftfrrimyLGrd,andbfcalve-sI<ihsw^^ 

' calveswhich feeke out afluranc^in 

that. Twill fpeaketothis fellow: Whofe grave’s this firrah? ' 
C/civ.Mine fir, or a, pit of clay for robe made. 

Ham. I thinke it ’s thine indeed, fof thou lyeft in’t. 

C low.yoxx lye oqt on’t fir, and therefore ’ci s not yours : for my 
part I doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou doft lye in’t, to bein'f and fay it is*thine,’iis for the 
dead, not for thequicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

’Tisaqiqcke lyefir,’twillagaine from metoyou. 

What n;an doeft thou digge it for ? 

C/(?7P For nomanfir, 

What woman then 
Clow. For none neither. 

Who is to be buried in’t ? 

C low. One that was a woman fir,but reft her fbule,fliee’s dead. 
H <?;w,How abfblute the knaye is,we muft fpeake by the card, or 
equivocation will undo us. BytheLord f/oy^i^/otbis g.yeeresi 
have took note of it, the age is grown fb picked, that the toe of the 
pefant comes fo neere the heele of the Courtier,he galls his kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maket ? . 

^ C’/(?M».Ofrhec!ayesi’ch yeare I came to’c that day that our lafi 
King Hamli t overcame Foninbraff'e, 

Ham- 



frinceofOttmztke^ 

//itWi How loiig is that fince ? 

C/y- Cannot you tell that ? every fbole can jit was that 

very day that young was borne, hee that is mad and fent 

icHLO England^ 

I marry, why was he fent into 

Clow. W by P becaufe a was mad, a fhall recover hiS wits there, 
or if a doe not ’tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why? 

flo.’Twill not be feen in him there/here are inen^s mad as he. 
/frfaw. How came he mad ? 

. Clow.Hcty ftrangely they fay. 

Ham. How ftrangely ? 

Clow Faith een with lofing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? 

(Vctv. Why here in DoKmarke: I have bin-Sexton Here man 
and boy thirty yeeres. 

How long will a man Jye i*th earth ere he rot ? 

Clow, Faith ifa be not rotten before he dye, as wee have many 
pocky coarfes that wilKcarce hold the laying in, awilllaftyoii 
feme eight yeere, or nine yeerej a Tanner will laft you nine yeere; 
Ham. W by he tnore than another > 

Clow. Viby fir his hide is fo ran’d with his trade, that a will keep 
out water a great while, and your water is albredecayerofyout 
wnorfondead body; here’s a skull now hath lyen you i’th earth 
Ham. Whofe was it ? (a j. ycarcs« 

Oo A whorfonmadfellowsitwasjwhofedoyoathinkicvvas?' 

Hew. Nay I know nor. 

pefiilence on him for a mad rogue,a pour’d a flaggonop 
Khenirnonmyheadonce^ this fame skull fir, was fir Torkhs 
skull the Kings Jefter. ^ " 

Ham. This} ■ 

CW. Een that. 

knew him Herat kitL fellow ofinfinite 
fanH excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 

’ and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
hownft at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kift i know not 

voiirfl-.^'^ now;, yourgambolessyourfongs, 

3 ■ alhes of merriment , that were wont to fee the table on a 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

roare ? not one now to mock youe own grinning ? quite ^hopfaln ? 
Nofw getyoutOitty Ladies table * and tell her, let her paint an 
thickrfo thi$ favour (he muft comej make her laugh at that. 
Prethcc tell me one thing. 

What’s that my Lwd ? 

; ^te.poft thou think Alexander lookt a this falhion i’th ear^h? 
JIora.Eenfo. 

And fraelt fb ? pah. 

JJora. Een lb my Lord. 

JF/Ww.Towhatbafeufes we mayreturnejGTtfr^j^/p ! Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of Alexander till a findeit 
flopping a bung-hole. 

.^or<*,’Tweretoconfidertoo curioufly to confiderlb. 

H<i. No faith not a jot, but to follow him thither with modefty 
^ough,and likelihood to lead it. Alexander dicd,A/exa»derms 
buried, Alexander returneth to duft, the duft is earth,of earth we 
make lome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beere-barrell ? 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Mightltop a holetokeepe the wind away. 

O chat that earth which kept the world in awe, 

$hQuld‘pa^h a wall t’acpell the waters flaw! 

But loft, but Ibfta :while,here comes the King, Enter Kkp 

TheQ^een,tbe Courtierstwho is this they follow » Que.Laertef 
Aud^witb liich maimed rites ? this doth betoken, andthecorfjt- 
Tbejcoa^exhey follow did with defperatehand. '' 

Fbfdbeits bwne life; ’twasoffomeeftate 
Couch we a while and marke. 

What Ceremony die ? 

Ham. That is Laertes ^ very noble youth. 

What Ceremony elfc? 

Do^. Her obfequies have bin as farinlarg’d 
As wehave warranty ; her death was doubtfull, 

And but that great command ore-fvayes the order,, 

Sbe fhould in ground unlandified bin lodg’d 
Xitl the laft tnamper :for charitable prayers. 

Flints and pebbles ftiould be throwne on her, 
'Y^cherefheisallpw’dhervirginriteSi ■ 




frlnceofD^nmAt* 

Her maiden ftrewments, and the bringing home 
Ofbelland buriall. 

Muft there no more be done ? 

Doi? No more be done: 

We ftiould profane the ferviceofthe dead, 

To fing a and fuch reft to her 

As to peace-parted Ibules. 

Laer. Lay her i’tb earth, 

And from her faire and unpolluted flefli 
May violets fpring : I tell thee churlifti Prieft 
A ininiftring Angellhall my lifter be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham> What ? the faire Oyhelia ? 

Quee.Swects to the fweet,farewell, 

I hop’t thou Ihouldft have bin my Hamlets wife, 

Ithought thy bride-bed to have .accktfweet maid. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe ! 

Fall ten times double on that curfed head, 

W hofe w icked deed thy moft ingenuous fenfe 
Deprived theeof : hold off the eartha while. 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

- Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead. 

Till qf this flat a mountaine you have made 

T’oretopold ?f//o»,or the skyilhhead 

Ofblew / 

What is he whole griefe ‘ , 

Bearesfuch an e«;pA<i7?i,whole phrafe oflbrrow 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder-wounded hearers ? ’tis I, 

Haptlet thcDane. , ' 

'LaVf. The Pivcll take thy Ibnle. 

Ff^iw.ThOupray’ft not well; Ipretheetake thy fingers flqnj 
For though I am' hot Ipleenative and ralh, ( my throat. 

Yet have I in me fbmething dangerous, 

W hich let thy wil^dfome feare ; hold off thy hand. 

J"<^»»^.Pluckethemafunder. / 

Q^ee, Hamlet , Hamlet, 

Ma ^An, 
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’jiU. (Sentlemcn. 

Hora. Good mji| Lord be quiett 

Why I will fight with him upon this thcam 

Untill my eyc-Iids will no longer wagge. 

^ee. O my fonne, what theame ? 

I lov’d Opheltay forty thoudnd brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my film : What wilt thou doe for her? 

Ki»g. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For love of God fbrbeare him. 

Uam. Swounds lliew me what thou’t doe, 

Woo t weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft , woo’t teare thw 
Woo r dank up Efill,eat a Crocodile ? (fdfi 

lie doe t : doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out-face me with leaping in her grave ? 

hu^ed qmcke with her.and fo will I j 
And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us, till our ground 

his pate agdnft the burning Zone, 

Make OJfa like a wart ; nay and thou’lt mouth 
Ilerantaswellasthou. 

^«f^.Thisismeeremadnefle, , . ii'_: 

And thus a while the fit will worke on him ; ‘ ^ 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets are dilclos’d, 

Hj s nience will fit drooping, • A 

Heareyou fir^ ! • 

Whacistherearonthatyouuremethus?'«’^' ' 

I lovd you well, but it is no matter, • ■ ^ 

Let H^rc«/<rjhimfelfedoc whathemay 

Crr'JnoS ^ ^ good H oratto wait upon him. & Horat'm 

our laftnights fpeech, 

wee 11 put the matter to.the prefent puOi. ^ 

^maGertrard fet Ibmc watch over your Ibnne, : ‘ , 

This Grave fhall have a living monument, - ; 

^epf quiet thereby fliallw J - 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. 

Enter 






Prince of Dcnmarke; 

Enter Hamlet and or At 

JIaSo much for this fir, now fhall youfec the other: 
Yon doe remember all the eircumftance. 

//i-r. Remember it my Lord? , . 

Ham.Sirin my heart there was a klhdof fightmg 
That would not let me fleep, me thought I lay 
Worfe than the mutines in the Bilbo’s, rafhly, 

And prais’d berafhneffe for it ; let us know 
Ourindiitretion Ibmetimcs ferves us well 
when our deep plots do fall , & that fhould learn us, 
There’s a divinity that fhapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 

Hora. That is moft certaine. 

JAiw.Up from my Cabbin, 

My fea-gowne Icarft about me, in the datkc 
Grop’t I to find out them, had my defire. 

Finger’d their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine owne roome againe, making fo bold 
(My feares forgetting manners ) to unfold 
Their grand Commiffion, where I found, Horatio^ 

A royall knavery, an exa<Sl command. 

Larded with many leverall forts of reafons, . ■ ■ ^ 
Importing health, and Englands 

With hoefuch Bugs and Goblins in my life, 

That on thefupervife,no leifurebated, 

No not to flay the grinding of the 
My head fbould be ftrooke off. 

Is’t poffible ? 

H*.Here’s the Commiffion, read it at more leiluro: 
But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

1 befeech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-nette<3 round with villaincsi. 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braincs 
They had begun the Play : I fate me downe, 

Revis’d a new Commiffion, wrote it fairer 
loucedidholdit, asour Statifts doe, 

Abafeiieffe to write faire , and labour’d much 
How to forgc): that learning j but fir now 
■ . Ms 
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^tdid meyeomans fervicei Wilt thou know 
Th’effciftofwbat Imote^ 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham. An earned conjuration ftom the King, 

As England was his faithfall tributary, 

As lovebetween them like the Palmeraight flourifli. 

As peace fhould ftiil her wheaten garland weare. 

And ftand a Comma ’cweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents. 

Without debatement furthermore or lefic 
He Ibould thofe bearers put to Hidden death. 

Not fhriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d ? 

Ham. Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 
Ihadmyfathers fignetinmypurlej;, • 

Which was the modell of that i)*«»/y^leaile. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Sublcrib’d it, gave’t thimpreffion, plac’d it iafely, 

The changling never known ; now the next day 
W as our fea-fight, and what to this was fequenc 
Thou know’fi already, c; 

Hor. So ^Hj/ldenifernAt\dRofencratit^oto’t. 

Ha.The.y are not neare my conlcience,their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuation grow ; 

’ris dangerous when the baler nature comes 
Between thepalTe and fell incenfed points r ^ ; \ . 

Of mighty oppofites. ^ • 

iTtfr. Why what-a King is thfs I 
Ham. Doesit not, think you, ftand me now upon ? 

He that bath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, ^ ' ' ; 

Popt in between rh'eIc(3iDn and my hopes, ' 

Throwne out his angle for my proper life, ' 

And with liich cofenage , is’t not perfeft confeience ? 

Enter a Court ter, 

C our. Your Lordlliipis right welcome backe to Denmarkf. 
Hd/w, I humbly tbk.nke you fili ' : 

Doeft know this Water-fiyef 

HorA'. 
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Prince of Denmarke.' 

jTcr^.NomygoodLord. _ > 

2 ya*«.Thy ftdteistbe more gtacipog , for 'tis a vice to know 
Him ; he hath much land and fortill , let a beaft be Lord of beafts, 
and his crib lhall ftand at the Kings mefle j ’tis a chough , but as I 
lay,fpacious in the poffeflionof dirt. 

Com. Sweet Lord, if your Lordlbip wereat Iciliire I fhould im- 
partathing toyou ftom his Majefty. 

^ Hrfjw. I will receive it fir with all diligence oflpirit; your bon- 
net to his right ufe, ’tis for the head. 

four. I thank your Lordlhip,’tis very hot. 

Ham. No beleeve me ’tis very cold, the wind is Northerly. 

Ceur. It is iadiffererit cold my Lord indeed. 

Ham. But yet me thinks it is very foukry and hot, for my com- 
plexion. 

Ceur. Exceedingly my Lord, it is very Ibultry, as ’twere I can- 
not tell how : my Lord, bis Majefty bad me fignifte unto you, that 
a has laid a great wager on your head, fir this is the matter. 

I befeech you remember. 

Cour. Nay good my Lord, for my eafe in good faith . Sir here is 
newly come to Court Laertes , beleeve mee an abfolute Gentle- 
man, full of moft excellent differences , of very loft fociety, and 
great (hewing : indeed, to fpeake feelingly of him, he is the Card 
orKalendarofGentry,foryou fhallfindein him the continent of 
what part a Gentleman would fee.. 

Ham. Sir, his definement luffers no perdition in you, though I 
know to dividehim inventorially, would dizzie th’arithmetick of 
memory , and yet but raw neither inrelpeiff ofhisquickefaile; 
bat in the verity ofextolment,! take him to be foule of a great ar- 
ticle, and hisinfufion ofiuch dearth and rarenefle,as to make true 
djftion of him, his femblable is his mirrour , and who elfe would 
trace him., his umbrage, nothing more. 

Ceur. Your Lordfhip fpeakes moft infallibly of him. 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 
©ur more rawer breath ? 

Cow, Sir. 

JTo^- 4. Is’t not poffible to underftand in another tongue, you 
will doe’t fir really. 

‘ Ham. W hat irtiports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Cour. 








TheTfa^edyefHsmld 

Of Laertes ? 

Hora. His purfe is empty already, all's golden words are rntfuc’ 

Uam» Of him fir. ^ * 

Cottr. I know you are not ignorant. ^ ^ 

Earn. I would you did fir ; yet in faith if yon did it would not 
much approve me : well fir. 

^o«r. Youareignorantofwhatexcellencel-rffrfwis. « 

Ham. I dare not confefie that, left I ftiould compare with him 
in excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelfe. 

Cour. I meane fir for his weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed bee’s unfcllowed. 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

CoHr. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham, That’s two of his weapons j but well. 

Cour, The King fir hath wager'd wish him fixe Barbery horfes, 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix Trench Rapiers 
and Poniards, with their affignes, as girdle, banger, and fo : three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, Very refponfive to 
the hiIts,mott delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

What call you the carriages ? 

Hera. I knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 

The carriages fir arethehaqgers. 

The phrale would bemordgerman to the matter if wee 
could carry a cannon by our fides, I would it might be hangers till 
then : but on, fixe Barbary horfes againft fixe Trench (words, their 
alfignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, that’s the Trench 
bet againft the Danijh, why is this all you call it ? 

Ceur. The King fir, hath laid fir,(?hat in a dozen pafles betvveene 
your felfe and him he ftiall not exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twelve for nine, and it would come to immediate trialljif yout 
Lordfhip would vouchfefe the anfwer. 

How if I anfwer no ? 

Cmr. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perlbii in trial!' 

Ham. Sir I will walke here in the ball, if it pleale his Majeflie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold bis purpofe, I will win 
for him and I can j if not, I will gaine nothing but my ftiame and 
the odde bits. 



frince of Denma.Tlic» 

rgnr. Shall I deliver you lb > 

Ham. Tothis efteft fir, after what flourifii yoiir nature Will. 
feur. I commend my duty to your Lordfiiip. 

Yours does well to commend it himlelfe, there arc no 
tongues elic for his turne* 

ffora. This Lapwing runs away with the Ihell on his head. 

Ham. A did lb fir with his dugge before a liickt it ; thus has he 
Sc many more of the lame breed that I know, the droffie age dotes 
on,onely got the tune ofthe time, and out of an habit ofincoun- 
tcr, a kinde of mifty colledion , which carries them through and 
through the m(^ profane and trennowned opinions j and doc but 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

lord. My Lord*, his M^jeftie commended him to ycuBy young 
0/nV/t^,;whobtings back to him that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play mt)aLaertesfix that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. lamconftaniiiiomy pljjipoles, they follow the Kings 
plealiire ; if bis.fi Aefle fpeaks, mineis ready, now or whenlbcvcr, 
provided I be lb aole as now. 

Lord. The !^g and Queen and all are comming downe. 

In happy time. 

Lord. ThcC^cendefiresyoutoule feme gentle cntertainmenc 
to Laertes before you goe to play, 

/f4W.ShcweIlin^u6fsmc. ^ 

/far. You will fofe my Lord. 

^ Ham. I doe not thinke lb,fince he went Into Trance I have bin 
in mntinuall praiftice j I fhall win at the oddes rfthou wouldft not 
think how ill all’s here about my heart, but it is no matter. 

/far4. Nay good my Lord; 

Ham. It is but foolery, but it is liich a kind of game-giving as 
Would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your mind diflike any thing obey it , I fhall foreftall 
their repaire hither, and 1^ you are not fit. 

' ® whir,we dene Augury, there is a Ipeciall providence 

in the fall of a Sparrow :if it be, ’tis not to come, if it bee not to 
come, it vvill be now, if it be not now, yet it will come, the readi- 
clleisall, fincenoman of ought he leaves knowes what is’t to 

N leave 
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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

feavebetimes, let be. 

A tahie prepared. Drum, Trumpet f, a»d Officers yeith cufhms, 
K*»g>Z^ee„^ndallthefiate,foU^^^ 

^»g. Come Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
±iam. &ive me your pardon fir, I have done you wrong. 

But pardon t as you are a Gentleman : this prefence knowes. 
And you muft needs have heard how 1 am punifht 
With a lore diftraeftion ] what I have done 
That niight your nature, honour, and exception 

Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madnefle. 

Was’t Hamlet wrong'd Laertes .? never Hamlet j 
It Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away. 

And when hee’s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet docs it not> Hamlet denies it 2 

Who does it then ? his madnefle s iPt be lb> 

Hamlet is of the faction that is wronged. 

His madnefle is poore Hamlets enemy ; • 

Let my dilelaiming from a purpos’d evill 
Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts^ 

That I have fliot my arrow ore the houfe, ■ 

And hurt my brother. " ' 

Laer. lamiatisfied in nature, 

Whofe motive in this cale fhould ftirteme moll- . 

Tomyrevenge,butinmy tearmesbfbonour ' 

I ftand aloofe,and will noreconcilement, ' ' ' • 

Ti 11 by !bme elder Matters of knowne honour 
I have a voice and prefident of peace 
To my name ungor’d : but all that time 

T doe receive your offered love like love, 

And will not wrong it. : , . . 

Ha.\ embrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
frankly play. ° 

Giveusthefbiles, 

Come, one for me. 

Ham.Wt beyout foileZ4^rw,in mine ignorance 
Your skill fliall like a ttarre i’cfa darkeft night 
Sr jcke fiery off indeed- 
Avfm Youmocke me-fir. . 



(prince o/Dcnmarke. 

No by this hand. 

]Ci».Give them the foi Is young Ofriekj CoftnHam<^ 

You know the wager. 

Hrfw. Very well my Lord : 

YourGrace has laid the oddes a’th weaker fide. 

King - 1 doe not feare it, J have feen yon both 
But fince he is better we have therefore oddes. 

Laer- This is too heavie, let rhe lee another. 
ffrf.This likes me wel,thefe foils have all a length 
Ofir. I my good Lord. 

King, Set me the ftoops of wine upon the table ; 

If Hamlet give the firft or lecond hit. 

Or quit in anlwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire ; 

The King (hall drink to Hamlets better breath. 

And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 
Richer than that which fourelucceflive Kings 
In Crown have worn. Givemethccups, 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake,' 

The Trumpet to the Canoneer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth. 

Now the Kingdrinkes to Hamlet • come begin. 

And you the Judges beare a warie eye. 

Ham.Come. on fir. 

Z-«er. Come my Lord. . 

Ham.Ones - , - 

i/«fr.No. 

Judgement. 

0/r. A hit, a very palbable hit. Z>rum,Trumpets,a»dJ^6t 

Well, againe, F lour ifh,aPeece goes off, 

Ktng. Stay, give me drinke, Hamlet this pearle is thiric, 

Here s to thy health : give him the cup. 

He play this bout firtt, let it by a while. 

Gome, another hit, what fay you f 

Laer. I doe confeft. i > 

Our Ibnne lhall win* ' 

Qaee. Hee’s fat and leant of breath, 
ere Hamlet, take my napkin, wipe thy browes ; 

N 3 The 




Trumtets 
the while , 
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The Queen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlttl 

HAtn, Good Madam. 

King- (JertTArd doe not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me,' 

King. It is the poylbncd cup> it is too late. 

Ifam. I dare not drinke yet Madam,by andby« 

Come, let me wipe thy face, ' ^ 

My Lord He hit him now. 

I doe not think’t. 

Z^Acr. And yet it is almofl againft my conicience. 

IfArn. Come, for the third Zaenes, yon doc but dalln 
I pray you pafle with your beft violcnccj ^ 

1 am fure you make a wanton of me. 

LAfr.Say you fo ? come on. 

Oi?r. Nothing neither way, i ■ 

Zrfrr. Have at you now. i, - 

Part them, they are incens’fc; 

Hant . Nay come againe. 

O/r.Looke to the Queen there ho, 

Hota. They bleed on both fides, how is't my Lord f 

OJtr.Ho'Ni$’tLAertes^ 

- Why as a woodcock to mine own Iprindge 

lamjuftly Kill d with mine owne treachery. 

Haw. How does the Queene ? 

King. She fwounes to fee them bleed. 

0«tf.No,no,the drink, the dtink,0 my dcare HamUf, 

1 he drinke, the drinke, I am poyfoned. 

O villaine ! ho let the doore be lockt. 

Treachery, fecke it out. 

LAer. It is here HAmlet j thou art flaincj 
No medicine in the world can doc thee goods 
In thee there is not halfean houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in thy hand, ^ 

Unbated and envenom’d, the foulc praftice 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me ; lo here I lye 
Never to rife againe : thy mother’s poylbn’di 
lam no more, the King, the King’s to blame; 

ZfdiTbe point envenom’d too, then venom to iby WQrk< 



Trince of Dcnmaikc^ 

\AU’ Trealbn, treafon. 

King, O yet defend me friends,! am but huiti 
Ham. Here thou inceftuous damned Dam, 

Drinke off this potion ; is the Onyx here ? 

Follow my mother. ffelfe. 

LaeBe isjuftly ferv’d, it is a poylbn temper’dby him* 
Exchange foi^iveneffe with me noble Hamlet, 

Mine and my fathers death come not upon thee 
Northineonme. 

Ham- Heaven make thee free of it, I follow thCC : 

I am dead , wretched Qwen adieu. 

You that lookc pale and tremble at this chaneCs 
That are but mutes or audience tothis ad. 

Had I but time (as this fell Sergeant death 
Is Arid in his arreft) O I could tell you j 
Butletitbe: Hvr^fwlamdead, ^ 

Thou Uveft, report me and my caufe aright 
Totheunfatisfied.^ ! 

Never bcleeve it, “ > 

I am more an antique Reman than a Dane^ 

Here’s yet feme liquor left* 

/fiKw.Asth’art a man 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav’t : 

0 God what a wounded name. 

Things Handing thus unknown, fhall I leave behind me? 

Ifthou didft ever hold me in thy heart 
Abfent thee from felicity a while. 

And in this harlh world draw thy breath in paine 'A march a 

To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre 

Enter Ofricke, 

0/r. Young Fminhrafemthconcpc&eomefiom Poland 
Th’Embaffadors of givesthis warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio, 

The potent poylbn quite ore-growes mylpirit j 

1 cannot live to heare the newes from England,. 

But I doe prophefic the eledion lights 

On Portinhajfe j he has my dying voice. 

So tell him, with th’bccurrents moreand lefle 

■ "■ Which 
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Which have Iblidted ; the reft in filence. 

Hora Now cracks a noble heart, gbod night fweet 
And flight of Angels fihg thee to thy reft. (Prince^ 
Why does the drum come hither ? 

£f7ter Fertitthrajfe,mth the Emhajfadors, 

Fort, Where is this fight ? 

Hor. What is it you vVOuld fee ? 

If ought of woe or wondet, ceafe yoht fearch ? 

Por. This quarry cryes on havock : O proud dcath| 
What feaft is tbWard in thine infernall Cell, 

That thou fo many Princes at a fiiOc 
Sobloudily haft ftrhbke? 

Embaf. The fight is difnaall. 

And our affaires from England conie tbo late. 

The cares are fenfelefle that fbbuld gives us heating. 
To tell him his commandementisfulfiH'd,^' 

That %ofencratis and GuyldenUern are dead. 
Where fliould we have our thanks ? 

P/or.Not from his mouth. 

Had it th’ability of life to thanke you ; 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But fince fo jumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the Pollack, wars, and you from England 
Are here arrived , give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftagebe placed to the view. 

And let me Ipeaketo’th yet unknowing world 
How theft things came about ; fb ftiall youheare 
Of cruell, bloody, and unnaturall ads. 

Of accidental! judgements, caluall (laughters. 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no cauft, 

And in this up{h«t,purpofts miftooke, 

Paine on the inventors heads : all this can I 
Truely deliver. 

Tort. Let us hafto to heare it, 

And call the nobleft to the audience : 

For me, with forrow I embrace my fortune, 

I have feme rights of memory in this kingdome. 
Which now to claime my vantage doth invite me. 







Prince of Denmarke." 

/fttS-Ofthatlfhallhave alfocaufetolpeak. 

And from his mouth whofe voice will draw no more: 
But let this fame be prefcntly perform’d. 

Even while mens minds are wild, left more trufehance 
On plots and errors happen. 

Fort. Let foure Captaines 
Beare Hamlet like a Souldier to the ftage, 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

T have prov’d moft royall : and for his paflagCi 
The Souldiers mufick and the right of warre 
Speake loudly for him. 

Take up the bodies ; fuch a fight as this 
Becomes the field, but here foewes much amifle. 
Goe bid the Souldiers (hoot. SxeHnft 
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